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TO HIS GRACE, 

HENRY, DUKE of BEAUFORT. 

May it pleafe your Grace, 

X HAT rtJpeEt and ejleem -which all ranks 
of people are zealous to tejlify for your Grace 
zvill bejl account for my ambition of placing 
the following ejfays under your proteEtion. 

The condefcenjion with which you have been 
pleafed to grant my requeji is an injlance of 
the manner in which you command that efteem, 
even from thofe who have not the honour to 
be perfonally known to your Grace. 

It would be needlefs for me to tranfcribe 
from the page of hijlory^ thofe heroic aBions 

which 



( iv } 

wfuck have ^dijlingwftied- your famU^ thr4>iLgk 
a long line of ancejlry: fuffice it to fay, that 
thofe virtues which adorn the Hufband, the 
Tather, the Friend, and the Nobleman, never 
fhone with a more tranfcendent lufre than in 
your Graces perfon. 

I have the honour to fubfcribe myfelf 
with profound refpetl:. 

Your Grace's mod oWiged, 
and devoted humble Servant. 

EDWARD DAVIES. 

SoDiVRY. Jainttary i9thj 1788. 



CONTENTS. 

Page. 

Ode to the Mufe — i 

Irregular Ode to Refignation — 17 

Owen — — 21 

The Jail, — _ 35 

Tranflation of an Ode of Fenelon, gg 

Songs, &c. — — 71 

Paftorals — — 103 

Tranflation from the Temora of Oflian 173 



/ls the Author fived at a Diftance from the Prefs^ 
fome Errors have efcaped; among which, the 
. Reader is defired to correft the following : 

page 3 line 2 forto^^rif^ancL . . =. 

21 — in the Motto, for Afperifi>ribu% r. Afperioribus 

65—17 formov-d, r. mood. 
^03 — 1 for fwain, r. fwains* 
129—5 forbinis, r. herds. 
1^3 — 20 for, mark, 
i^t — 3 for thofe, r. thou, 
152— laft line, for aerial, r. aerial. 
189—4 fupply and 

195-^ 4 for fhields, r. Ihield, 



ODE TO THE MUSE. 

WRITTEN IN THE TASTE OF THE 
SIXTEENTH CENTURY. 



Jc goiitc, loin des allarmcs, 
Des Mufes Theureux loifir ; 
Rien n'expofe au bruit des anneS 
Mon filcncc ct mon plaifir. 
Mon coBur, content dc ma lyre, 
A nul autre honneur n'afpire 
Qu'a chanjier un fi doux bien : 
Loin, loin, trompcnfe fortune 
Et toi, favour importune, 
Lc monde cntier nc m'eft rien* 



F E M E L O N. 



ALE Avarice — ^pain'd withendlefs thirft! 
And all thy train by furies nurft — 
Grim Difcord, with her double tongue; 
Mad Guilt, with bofom-vipers ftung; 
Envy, fell fiend, that fquints awry; 
And wakeful Care, with hollow eye ! 

B Hence 



( 2 ) 

Hence — from my peaceful walks ! — remain 

In fome devoted traitor's brain ; 

Or, when th' inceftuous wretch you find. 

Fill, with golden dreams his mind. 

While pirates, from the neighbouring Ihore, 

Rifle all his hoarded flore. 

No torture of the barbed dart. 
Nor poifon rankling at the heart. 
Not crags that burn with fulphur dire. 
Not whirlwinds of tempeftuous fire. 
Not floods of torrent lead, that fweep 
The damn'd to boiling eddies deep. 
Can fet a keener edge on pain 
Than difappointed luft of gain : 
The fallen hopes of confcious minds. 
And what repenting Vengeance finds. 

He, who grafp'd the bloody knife. 
Or kindled realms to mutual ftrife. 
Shall feel the fcordiing torment roll 
Outrageous, through his curfed foul. 

But 



( 3 ) 

But while thefe horrid fancies pleafe 
The breaft of Innocence to Eafe i 
Inflrucl the eye to fhift the fcene. 
Where ftill new pleafure may be feen. 
And give the vario.us profpeft round. 
As Fancy's felf had inark'd the ground. 

Gay-dimpling o'er the fpangled ftreams. 
While zephyr plays with Paean's beams. 
Divine Companion ! lovely Mufe ! 
Come, and thy balmy fweets infufe ! 
Fair Leifure's child! ferene delight! 
O come, and blefs my longing fight ! 
Come, fweeter than the breath of morn. 
Gliding o'er the hay or corn; 
Fairer than the folar ray. 
Expanding on the virgin day ! 

Let gentle fmiles adorn thy cheek. 
Like fober evening, calm and meek ; 
And fold thy robe of charming green. 
Such as in yonder field is feen: 

B 2 Thy 
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Thy treffes bound with lovely blue. 
Dipt in Hefper's freftieft hue. 

And bring the choral virgin band ; 
Let fportive Fancy near thee ftand. 
Decked in her luxuriant pride ; 
Sedately thoughtful by her fide. 
Let folemn Meditation move. 
And Pity — melting into Love, 
With the firm bofom's mutual truft. 
And confcience, fpite of Intereft, juft; 
Young Mirth — in thoufand liveries dight. 
And Innocence in fnowy white. 

No broils or tumults can have place 

Among thy fair, immortal race : 

For ye, defcending from above, 

Bleft the lone haunts of Eden's grove ; 

Nor thence, difdainful, fped your way 

To regions of primeval day; 

5ut ftill rejoice whene'er you find 

The pure, the unambitious mind: 

' And 
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And ever (while you deign to dwell 
In the poor hermit's lonely cell) 
Unfold the wonders of the fky. 
And help the pious foul to fly. 
Come, then, and try the charming lays 
'Midfl rofy walks and myrtle fprays ! 
Thy haunts no chilly damps invade ; 
The nymphs around Ihall fpread a (hade : 
Beneath, a mount fliall flope on high. 
Till the low vales in profpeft lie ; 
Where many a maid and many a fwain 
Are dancing on the rural plain. 
With cowflip-garlands round their head — 
The pride of every vernal mead : 
While tufted fprays of hawthorn bloom 
Welcome the May, and Ihed perfume* 

There Colin, fage, and Damon, gay. 
Deceive, with fongs, the live-long day ; 
And help the purling ftreams to flow. 
Or teach the bended fliade to grow, 

B3 Till 
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Till the wide fun, in purple weft, 
Calmy haftens to his reft : 
And the birds on ev ry tree. 
Warble their fylvan melody. 

Meanwhile, the foft, Favonian gale. 
Breathing odours from the vale, 
Vifits every lovely flowV 
That drops from Chloris' golden ftpre — 
The violet blue, the daify pied. 
The pink in various beauty dy'd. 
With fweet-william's rich brocade, 
Bofom'd up by many a maid. 
The wild rofe, peeping from the brake. 
And lily nodding o'er the lake. 
Where the hght bark's enamell'd pride 
Skims along the level tide ; 
Fraught with many a beauty gay. 
And Colinet, who knows to play 
On the loud flute's melodious found. 
Till all the echoing rocks refound. 

Here 
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Here may 'ft thou tell of noble things. 
And fweep the bold, harmonious ftrings. 
Vocal to the the Thunderer's name. 
Or the glorious patriot's flame. 

Old Arthur's mighty feats may found. 
While his viftorious knights, around. 
Threaten, with indignant brow 
Inftant vengeance on the foe. 

• 

Whoever broke his country's chain, 
I^et him have thy boldeft ftrain ; 
Nor him, whofe generous thrifty toil 
Bids the reviving defart fmile ; 
Or calls down wifdom from the flcy. 
Wilt thou, the grateful ftrain, deny. 

Nor may we flop in profpeft long. 
But mingle with the jovial throng. 
When to the thicket fliade they go. 
To roufe the leveret, couching low; 

Or 
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Or when the nitrous thunder flies. 

Glancing from the hollow fkies. 

To bring the pheafant to the ground j 

Or generous fteed, with airy bound. 

Clear the fence, and feem to gain. 

At the next coil, the diftant plain. 

Where the flag, wide branching, fprings 

Before old Eurus' lagging wings ; 

Till, on the upland heath, he meet 

Unwilling zephyrs breathing fweet: 

While the fleet hounds and merry horn 

Aroufe the leaden pace of morn ; 

And, through the wood, flirill clamor fwells, 

Re-echo'd from the hollow dells. 

And often through the valley ftray. 
Where the fragrant, new-mown hay. 
Or Ceres, nbdding with her weight. 
Or bending orchards mellow freight 
Employs the jolly rural croud. 
While wanton jeft, and laughter loud, 

The 
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The imorous tale, or fprightly aif^ 
Unbends the rigid brow of care. 

But if, amidft a gl-dve recefs. 
Thou choofe thy votive fwain to bleft j 
Away — to yonder gurgling brook. 
Beneath the ftielving^ moffy nook t 
There the ftately elms afceiid. 
And rows of browner beeches bendj 
With tufted ivy creeping r6und ; 
There the bees with humming found, 
Extrad; the balm from bough to bought 
Where twining honey-fuckles grow. 
And murmVing ftreamlets, as they falli 
To fweetly-mufing flumber call* 

Thug, gaily thoughtful, well enjoy 
A lively eafe, that will not cloy. 
And (fpite of l^ortune) while we gairt 
The whole of life, except the pain j 
Plung'd in amufetttent, while we rove^ 
From fliade to fhade, amidft the gi'ovc^ 

C Well 
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Well often read his noble ftoiy, 
(The pride of iong, -and Albi'on's ^gldty) 
Who launch'd in unform'd night fo far. 
Creation feemVi a twinkling ftarj 
Then held the imiverfe in view. 
And thro' the blaze of Heaven flew. 

Then learn the mighty heroes* lore 
TTiat fw^t the aiain, to Phrygia's fliore 5 
And thofe, of old, who taught to play 
On oaten ftcp, the Doric -lay ^; 
Till foon, the pleafing: fewies, we find 
like vifioos, rilfijgon the mind. 
And feem to hear PeUdes rage. 
Or fee the waning Gods enga^^ 
And count what yaUant fquadrons fall-~ 
What nxnintains ! * round Apollo's wall. 

There -they pierce dic^loom below-r- 
Where Styx proves round \^t|i -languid &oyf. 
And cyprefe (hades, with faHe. .gleam. 
Hover on the mortal ftream ! 

"Lo! 



Lol in a fhadowy, myrtle grove, 
Eliza feeks her former love. 
And, lilent, ben4§ away her eyesj; 
Here, fee a mangled, fhade strife ! 
Thro' Stygian gloom, he fain would glide 
His ignominious fate to hide ; 
Betray'd by Love, and b?if^y flain-r* 
Hear, O hear the Prince complain ! 
Convulsed with fhame, and proud difdainj 
Hoarfe refound his doleful numbers j 
And here, in foft Elyfian flujrnbers. 
The future glories of the earth, 
Arm'd in terror, wait their t>irth. 

And, what was told by modern tunes. 
In woijid rous profe, or myftic rhyn^es. 
Of maids that roam'd the defart wild 
(By treacherous Lpvc, alas ! beguild) 
Where hideous monfters rife to view. 
And forms of horroc, ever new s 
'Till refcu'd by the ;CQ»q'rixig kpight. 
With ported lance and armour bright, 

C 2 May 
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May our regard at times command i 
And many a maze in Fairy land. 
With Spenfer fage, we can't refufe 
To trace ; or Avon's fweeteft Mufe — 
Where the light fays are often feen 
On rifing mount, or meadow green^ 
Befide the lake or bulhes dank. 
While moon-light fleeps upon the bank. 
Dancing in rings, 'till break of day, 
Kefponfive to the rondelay. 
Oft, thro' his magic fcenes, we'll rove. 
Where angry Prince, or maid of love. 
Or hufband's rage, or orphan's cries, 
Expofe the heart and charm our eyes ; 
For there, great Nature ftands confeftj, 
And every paffion moves undreft. 

Or, thro' the bow'ring grove we'll ftray, 
Aniufive^ all the Summer's day, 
Jf great Corneille a LefTon give, 
Alid bid the J^ojjian grandeur live | 



Or 
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Or chafte Racine, who knows t'impart 
Each feeling of the human heart. 

If chance thy wand'ring liiind fhoiild ftray. 
Where luring Syrens chaunt their lay j 
Let Virtue's gale, and Reafon*s chain " 
Bear thee from the £ital main. 

And, now and then, in paffing by. 
Thou mayft throw a glancing eye 
Upon the jarring mafs of flates. 
Their proje6ls, politics, debates: 
Yet {land aloof, and ne'er engage 
In the mad broils of party rage. 
Nor touch ivile Difcord's venom'd pall: 
So mayft thou come improvd from all* 
And, liKe the bee, induftrious, meet. 
In pois'nous weeds, with balmy fwcet. 

Oft, in a lonely, filent bower. 
Where noon-day fpreads a gloomy lowr, 

C3 Let 
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Let me review this mortal frame-«« 
Lofl in tbe thought of what I am ! 
How great, majeftic, unconfin'd 
Tcfefe powers of th' ethereal mind--^ 
That heav'n-bom fpirit, that can fly 
Expanded thro' infinity j 
And thence look dowttj, with howre difdaitj. 
On all thefe cares and glories vain; 
Honours and titles, crowns, and pow'r, ' 
The gaudy pageants i6f an hour : 
Plale melancholy, Joy that charms. 
Sweet fmiling Peace, and raging arms. — 
All human life that ever flows 
With fliadowy comforts, foM-woes. 

Theiice, to the folemn minftcir go^ 
At eve, with meafur'd pace and floWy 
When rifirtgghofls, to guilty fear. 
Glaring, in haggard forms, appear; 
And, from the wall, eadi echo^ tweath- 
Returns, the dreadful name of death r 

While 
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While pond'ring moHuments around. 
And the flowiiiattocfc, under ground. 
Bid the mould'ring fculls give room 
To other tenants of the tomb. 
Hither I'll come, and oft furvey, > 

My cold, long home, my native clay j 
And weigh the fplendor of the proud. 
With the dark pall, and fun'ral fhroud. 

Thefe bones — ^this precious duft I take 
(While on fliort life's tempeftous lake) 
To ballafl: well my htde fail 
From the fury of the gale. 

Methinks, while mufing thus I Hand, 
Death's gloomy Angel grafps my hand. 
And teUs me, glaring in my face — 
'* Mortal, behold thy refting place !'* 

Nor ftarde, Mufe, when thou art led 

Among the manfions of the dead : 

Awful 
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Awful, tfio' the fcene appear. 
The Chriftian meets it void ofktr* 



^ Whatever dnnce my life attend. 
Still come along, thou pleafing friend. 
And Ihield me from unbleft defpair. 
From horrid guilt, and pining care i 
And let my filent journey be 
Fn^n party rage and bufUe free : 
My heart ftill glowing for my friend. 
My tongue unfkilful to offend. 
Ever unbiased of the throng. 
Tuning at cafe my rural fong : 
And let my ^^'armcft homa^ rife. 
Not ungrateful, to the (kies. 



IRREGULAR 



IRREGULAR ODE 

TO RESIGNATION. 



Non funt apta meac grandia^ vela rati. Fro feat; 



O 



YE that us'd my infant foul to blefs ! 
Ye flattering dFeams of faappinefs. 

Tell me whither are ye fled. 
And left, for ever left, my weary head, 
Unflielter'd by that hofpitable fliade. 
Which Hope and chearful Patience made. 

And fliew'd fo fair to view ? 

Alas, how far from true 

Thofe fond ideas dear 

That lur'd my tender youth. 

With gaudy fliew of truth ! 

Kind love, and friends lincere. 

Ambition's generous aim. 

And the fwcet hope of long remaining fame, 

D Farewell I 
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Farewell ! 

Your vain purfuit I now refign : 

To fly the frowns of Care be mine. 
Beneath fome lonely cell. 
When firft this being I receiv'd. 
Ah me ! too happily deceived, 
Enrapt in flumber foft I lay. 

Amid the pleafures of a fancied day. 

Beneath the radiance of a cloudlefs fky. 

Where blooming Virtue rofe to view. 
With all her charming train : 

I love her form, and eagerly purfue 
(Ah me how fadly vain !) 
Dark clouds and tempefts rife : 
The fcene fo gay 
Flies faft away. 

And in thin air eludes my gazing eyes. 
Now, waking in a world of woe. 
Whither can I for comfort go ? 

As in a troubled ocean, toffinghigh, 

I feel the billows erf" adverfity. 

Dear 
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Dear love of life, and foftering hope. 
Shall I for ever give you up. 
And plunge into the furge ! — ^ah no ! 
Though fmall, yet large enoughTor me 
(Toft on the world's tempeftuous main) 
Methinks a peaceful fpot I fee; 
If that I can but gain, 
ill there contented dwell. 
And to th' incautious youth my former dan- 
gers tell. 
Like them I thought (as yet I was a child. 
By many a dream of happinefs beguil'd) 
Borne in the gale of fair renown. 
To leave the peaceful ftrand ! 
Ah me ! in vain I wifli'd, in vain I toil'd : 
Dangers alone I found, and favage rocks at 
hand ! 
No more 111 fpread my fail. 
Nor truft the flattering gale. 
Not (while the billows fleep) 
Forget how childlefs niothers weep : 

D2 ru 
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I'll veature out no more. 
Where angry tempefls roar 
And= harrow up the deep. 

Of dafli the bark againft the rocky fliore. 
Here fhall my days, in calm content. 
My nights, in fafe repofe be fpent. 
From ftorms of difcord far : 
Secure from danger, I fliall view 
(The firft of bleifings known to few) 
How Honor's glittering flar. 

And vain Ambition, with her doubtful ray, 

Decoy the haplefs mariner aftray. 

And leave him on the wild, iti^ofpitable fea. 
Far, far from ev'ry port, 
OF barbarous winds the fpcH't : 

Till (flung on flielves the pilot's curious eye 
Could never yet defcry.> 

Down to the oozy deep his hopes defcend. 
And all his haplefe comrades rend. 

With one loud (hriek, the trouWed air ; 

A il^ek unheard by aiiy pitying ear. 
For idle billows roar 

Above that bead that feels their rage no more. 



OWEN: 

A POEM. 

WRITTEN BY MORGAN AP JORWERTK AP 

DEWr, A WELCH TELYNWYR 

OR MINSTREL* 



-Tencrae nimis 



C 



Mcntcs afperiforibus 

Firmandae iludiis. Hor; 



'OME to my hand, my Cambrian harp^ 
refound 
The fame of Owen, From the fives-court he 
Glorious returns, fhrin'd in a dufly cloud* 
The hero brings, deep nodding o'er his brow^ 
Thegarlandr-rkeenhis eye — ^his foot outflrips 
Brjfk Eurus^ and the racket loves his hand« 
By his bold gait I know hira, while I peep. 
With low-arch'd eye, over the Cambrian lyre 
On Honddus' bank, ftooping; intent to trace 

The 
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The foul of mufic, that divinely flies 

From ftring to firing. Around, his friends, as 

night. 
Move clamVous, fhould'ring to his prefence — 

prone. 
They gaze, admiring, and repeat the tale. 
Echoing, with twirling hat, the jovial fhout, 
Whilft old Brechinia's walls return the found. 

Tis thine, O myflic fong, to fix the name 
Of Kings immortal, and enthrone the bold 
Warrior in terror and defpair, and pour 
Confufion through his foes, and, with hiis fame. 
Scare, for a thoufand years, earth's puny fons. 
'Tis thine to call down Wifdom from the fky. 
From Jove's imperial throne. There long fhe 

dwelt. 
Sporting with radiant light, till thou didfl bring 
Down from yon azure vault, th' ethereal flame. 
To teach bold arts, wide fhining through the 

world. 
The ccMnfort and delight of mortal men. 

Now 
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Now, out of date, thefe cumb'rous themes 

are grown. 
Strain, then, my harp, a bolder note and tell 
The generous Briton fwain, the fturdy boaft 
Of future ages, how great Owen's heart 
Bounded at Morgan's voice, when proud of 

Ikill, 
He call'd him, emulous, to the whirling ball. 
He glories in the conteft — ^forth he fprings. 
As to the battle fprings the champing fteed. 
Impatient : long he wifh'd his fkill to try. 

Now, in the court, the even b^l is thrown 
Quick-bounding — ^highthe rackets wave, well 

brac'd. 
In either champion's hand— As when a ftorni 
Sonorous on Honddu's fteep, this way and that 
Bends the dark oaks, with all their tangled 

boughs ; 
They grafp the moffy rock — maintain their 

ground 
Firm — and defeat old Aufter's fcowling rage; 

Thus, 
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Tlius, mov'd by mutual glee, th' impatient 

croud 
RtJfhto the gloriousfight, while mutud weight, 
Fixtin Aeir place, fupports them. Down they 

fling 
The golden gage. From the grey ftone, it 

bounds, 
Rjeipkndent with the form of Kings, and old 
Albion's atchicvments fair. Without delay. 
Flew to a hundred fobs a hundred hands : 
A hundred filver orbs appear. They give 
The pledge of faith : The ufelefs garb is flung 
Regardlefs ;-forth they come. The lot decides 
The houfe to Morgan, David's mighty fon. 
Hark the bold onfet ! Morgan's prpwefs ftrikes 
The flying ball. Whirling, it curves aloft. 
From the hard rampart, as the Ji^tning'sglance, 
Yet could it not efcape the nervous fwing 
Of Owen, Howell's fon : With level'd force. 
He turn'd the globe, and rofe the burfting 

cheer : 
Loud, thro' the vaulted walls, refults the found. 

Now 
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Attentive now each gazing eye obferved 
The heroes' forms quick-bolting, as the glance 
Sulphurious, whirling from the pitchy cloud* 
By turns their feats amaze the throng. Now 

mounts 
The brawney arm, the hilling racket fwings. 
The anxious croud, bent from the turret's 

verge^ 
Or Gam's brown wall, gaze, dubious. Silent 



now. 



They wait the great event : Now every eye 
Hangs on his champion; every heart is tofs'd 
By hope and fear, as, on the hoary deep. 
The waves, confounded by th' inconftant blaft. 
At ev'ry ftroke (momentous was the chance !) 
The name of Owen, or great David's fon. 
Sounds to the diftant Van*. Scarce was there 

, known 

(The' great in ftory were Brechinia's race) 
Such matchlefs deeds, within thofe haughty 
walls, 

E Since 

*A high mountain nesir Brecon; 
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Since fierce Elfleda fat before their towVs, 
Portending battles dire. Then, in mid air. 
If true the voice of fame, o'er Honddu's vale, 
Conflifting arrows kindled as they flew. 
Then too, from the red rock, a fragment huge 
Roird overwhelming, and the Saxon ranks 
Broke, as it thundered down the craggy fteep. 
The mountains heard the ruin. Muchdifmay'd, 
Th' indignant Queen her minifli'd fquadrons 

form'd. 
Still, ftill, the conflift rages. Now intent 
On vi£lory, the filent heroes burn. 
Shame, with her down-caft eye, and timorous 

pace. 
Of all flie meets diflruftful, from behind 
Stings them, and, blazing gorgeous in their 

face. 
Ambition proud, with out-flretch'd wings, 

flood rais'd 
High on her lofty feet, and, with her voice. 
Of things impoflible provokes th* attempt. 

Then 
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Then Owen gave a mighty ftroke : His arm 
Sinewy arofe. Ah who can match the^ fon 
Of Howel ! as a (hooting ftar, the ball 
Glows in its courfe. Then dark-hair'd Morgan 

fprung. 
Like a bold eagle, vaulting thro' the air. 
Furious he met the fhooting orb — ah me ! 
In vain did he oppofe the racket's weight, 
Tho' doubly brac'd, and bound with clafps 

of fteel. 
The orb fmote through, and from the burlling 

thong 
Flew devious, like a bullet from the bore 
Of piftol dire, the dread of wealthy churl : 
When night adventurer, in the narrow lane 
Meets him, or dreary heath, devote to fpoil : 
Thus, from its mark, was bent the whizzing 

ball; 
Nor idly dropt, full in the face it glanc'd 
Of John Ap Jenkin, juft where he receiv'd 
The vital gift of Ceres. Through, it crufh'd 
The pliant lips, and broke his folid hedge 

E 2 Of 



( 28 ) 

Of teeth. Nor did it fpare his liquid tongue. 
Which loud and ceafelefs fiU'dthe tortur'dair 
With boafting vain. The bubbling gore de- 

form'd 
(Such gore as flows from cowards' tumid veins) 
His countenance, long-arching : And though 

vain 
Of mickle (kill, he left his glorious Hand, 
Retiring, ere he could decide the day. 
Totter'd his limbs ; — ^his heart within him felU 
Away he bent : His grey diftorted eyes 
Glimmer'd, half clofmg in the fhades of death. 
The throng, loud laughing, hold their fides ; 

the crack, 
Hoarfe, to the hills refults, and fhakes the 

ground. 

Now fee the heroes' manly port! They march 
From fide to fide, cover'd with glorious dull. 
Their eyes flame with defire of viftory. 
While their great hearts, with generous envy, 
weigh 

Each 
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Each other : For, as yet, the fatal fcale 
Doubtfully nodded, pendent, in the clouds. 
Breathing from toil, they make a grateful paufe. 
The gazing throng contemplate, with delight. 
Their fkill,and of their might the wonders vaft. 

So let our youth confirm their fturdy joints* 
So let them learn aftivity, and dare 
Th' infulting foe, intrepid, and inure 
Their minds to toil. Thus fhall the hoftile 

ports 
Behold our fquadrons, and our thunders dread. 
Thus, in the field of battle fliall we hew 
The iron ranks ; the Gallic queues fliall drop. 
Like ftubhle, crackling in the greedy flame. 
So let them thirft for viftory, and burn. 
Emulous, and joy in hardfliip. Then the foe 
Shall melt, like pliant wax, and far aloof. 
Regard the fury of their horrent arms. 
Thou, fon of Howel, and bold Morgan, thou 
Would's ftever fliew the foe that giant back. 

See 
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See now the game renew ! David's brave 
fon, 
Arm'd with a founding racket, takes his ftand. 
Inconftant fortune (who can trufl her fmile !) 
Look'd bland upon her favorite, Morgan's 

fkiU: 
Long did he triumph, bold, in deeds that far 
Surpafs my laboring verfe, and now well nigh 
Seized on his fame : The friends of Owen 

writh'd 
With dark defpair ; clinch'd were their fifls ; 

their teeth 
Gnafh'd horrid; wild their eyesj indignant 

founds 
Growl'd in their throats : nor was the cham- 
pion bold 
Unfhaken. Shame advances in his ken : 
Peeps m his face, and grins an envious fmile. 
He ftrikes the thundVing flroke. O Morgan, 

why 
Waft thou tranfported with triumphant hopes ! 
Why did prefumption make thee mad, to 

ftrain Thine 
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Thine arm, incautious — with diftioneft toil 
To blind thine eyes, afFefting more than man? 
Vidory, doubtful, hovers in the air. 
High o'er their favor'd heads; and now, to 

this. 
To that, the glorious garland, now extends. 
Lo, the decifive ftroke ! there Owen's arm 
Thunder'd: the fon of David nimbly darts. 
As the fledg'd arrow whizzing from the nerve; 
Yet could he not return the ball ; it mounts 
O'er the grey battlements, with whiftling fpeed 
Quick vanifh'd from the ken of mortal eyes. 
Thus Boly's famous mafterpiece was loft 
On earth, long lince, by optic tube defcry'd. 
And deem'd a watry globe behind the fun. 
Unequal'd ball! 'twas honour'd with the game 
Of Owen, and of Morgan, David's heir j 
Now, confecrate to fame, it ne'er might be 
Difgrac'd, by other hand of mortal wight. 
Now fhout forviftory, great Owen's friends! 
Nor thou deje6led go, Morgan, nor mourn 

For 
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For the loft day. Though fortune tum'd 

adverfe, 
Twas loft with honour; but with glory won. 

Owen, thou great defcendant of the might 
Of Howel ! Hero of the fives-court! crown 
Of fair Brechinia! of Silurian fwains, 
Thou rofe ! think not thy merit e'er Ihall die. 
My Cambrian harp, long as my thumb can 

more. 
Shall know thy name. Loud are the ftrings, 

, they found 
*Till future ages hear. Meanwhile the gay 
Wattonian nymphs revere thee, and fliall 

meet. 
With equal fpring, thy love. Thy glorious 

game 
Fancy fliall oft repeat, while o'er their taflcs. 
The College boys (dear mates of Morgan s 

youth!) 
Yawn, longing for the hour of play ; and 

while 
At eve^ the graces haunt the priory groves. 
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And, Owen, truft the harp, flie wiBpurfiie 
Through life's long maze, thy glorious tracks 

and raife 
Thy father from the tomb; with mufcles bold^ 
Dreadful will clothe, and brace his manly 

limbs 
With iron fmews : fuch the hero wore 
In William's train^ when daunted rebels fled^ 
As from the fowler's net, the partridge crew 
Flies whizzing, horrent of the fatal gun; 
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HILE other Bards, in feeling ftrains, 

rehearfe 
The joys of Bacchus, or the leering eye 
Of Phillis, and the dear, delightful haunts 
Of Bath or Tunbridge, (happy themes !) and 

eke 
The gardens, op'ra, ball, and mafquerade j 
i fing a bolder lay — Of Liberty 
Regain'd, and teach the thriftlefs elf to hold 
Unvanquifli'd, though by human ills aflail'd, 
F 2 Vain 
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Vain phantoms, tji^t deceiye th' unweetingj 

eye. 
And paint, \n circumftance, the blifs that 

dwells 
Deep in the foul, nor thence can be removed, 
By fallen care. Hence I my jolly theme 
Purfue, and joy to find a goodly fpring 
Unt^fted ; hence my lofty rhyme extols 
This home of envy'd worth, yclep'd a Jail. 

And thou^ O Goddefs (fince in thee began 
Many a proud lording, and fhall end in thee. 
When courts, and pimps, and gaming pleafe 

no more) 
Pe prefent to my fong — ^infpire thy baid, 
O Poverty ! thou only canft infpire. 
Thou teacheft oft the nobleft arts, and thou 
Rewardef I ; but the wretch of narrow foul — 
The crafty knave, thy prefence fhall not know. 
No empty name art thou (like that old Mufe, 
The dream of youthful bard, by haunted 
brook. 

Or 
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Or grove, where facred oaks embow'ring 

meet 
O'er {helving rocks, and in their (hade detain 
Coy Echo, lovely nymph !) thy prefent pow r 
I feel — thy conftant influence attends 
The true-bom Briton, whofe unpliant foul, 
Averfe to flatt'ry, and to pimping, leans 
On his own merit. This reclufe abode 
Is thine ; and here thou fpread'ft thy fober 

wing 
With greateft majefty, and reign'fl alone. 
Since, then, thy bounty brought me here; 

unblam'd 
May I the my ft ries of thy inmoft fane 
Difclofe, and fing the glory of thy throne. 
And let me firft furvey the folemn wall. 
The horrid grate, and couch of matted ftraw. 
Which, oft the weftern gale that fans the 

grove. 

Scatters, in many a whirl, around my hall, 

XJndeck'd with idle ftate. — Fair fpot ! where 

dwells 

No 
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No cfdtiS fierce — no mifer heaping gold. 
Nor faithlefs plodder ! O how falfely deem'd 
The houfe of bondage ! Hail— thou haunt of 

Peace ! 
Thou facred refuge, hail ! thefe mafly bars 
Guard well th' unwarlike elf, and keep aloof 
Thofe ftrange, portentous monfters who aflail 
Our liberty, and fill the hero's foul 
With huge difmay. As when a caravan. 
In Perfia's wafte, or wild Arabia's fands. 
Benighted, rear a wall of fire around 
Their camp, fecure of harm — the ravening 

wolf 
And prowling bear full oft furround the plain 
With rage, nor dare aflail the guarded field. 
So, far aloof, hovers the catchpole dire ; 
Nor tempts the precinfts of thofe facred walls. 

But through what errors are poor mortals 
led! 
Malignant prejudice prefents the croud 
With horrent images, unfeemly forms 

Of 
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Of bondage — ^galling chains, and pining want* 
O fools^ to heed the glozing monfter*s fpite! 
O mad, to think that hberty confifts 
In trampling the vile earth, uncertain where 
To wander-^horrent of the whifling breeze : 
With wifhes now, and now with fears oppfeft! 
Man's liberty dwells in the thqught of man. 
In the unbounded foul, that knows to ken. 
With equal view, the fpacious world ; beyond 
The reach of Feari where ev'n perfidious 

Hope 
Is banifti'd; neither Love nor Hate molefts. 
Nor Prejudice nor Intereft can fhake 
His equal empire over hfe and death. 

Here all the pinching night, tho' lazy fleep 

Be fer, I need not dread the frequent knock. 

The roar of angry creditor, and eyes 

Wide-rolling, curious o'er my vifible walls. 

In queft of prey. Nor can the lawyer's fpell. 

Or ftafF of catchpole, dire magician, charm 

My timorous feet, or move a tempeft huge. 

By 
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By myftic words, to fweep my poor efFe^s 
With''€7%cegone--4wt€egon€'-4hricegcne--hnk^ 
away/' 

Here no inchantmetit dwdth — this hallow'd 
ground 
Confirms my breaft. I lift a ftedfafl: eye j 
Nor ftart and tremble at a former friend* 

Here is fiot known t!ie pfcft, which oft 

embroils 
Proud monarchs, decks the tawdry nymph, 

and fights 
The wars of Pam and Ombre bold : Nor here. 
Should mortal wight, by chance, miflake his 

good. 
On feeing, thro' the grate, a fmoaking pye. 
Or loaf, ailluring to the vacant tafte. 
And covet money ; could his planning mind 
Procure the treacherous mifchief. — Here I 

tafte 

Dinners of former days, and feel, in fpite 

Of 
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Of tatter'd galligalkins — ^genial warmth. 
From coats, deVour'd by time ; nor dread the 

ftep 
Of teazing taylor, or the barber's biH. 

O happy turn of fate ! (and truft the bard. 
For what I felt I fing) much happier now. 
Than when, with doubtful tread, I crept, 

and peep'd, 
Timorous, from fide to fide — ^perceiv'd a dun. 
With ftedfaft glare, before me ; but, ah me ! 
Where could I turn ! the bailiff lurk'd behind, 
A tyger fierce, low-couching for his prey. 
But when, by lucky chance, I reach'd the 

door. 
With fluttering heart, and pufli'd the nimble 

bolt, . 
I lurk'd within, like coy Nyctimene, 
Or worry 'd flag, and fhun'd the open air. 
Oft times I thought of friendly noofe, or 

ftream 

Profluent, or, from the attic window, view'd 

G The 
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The giddy height, and long'd, a Lefbian fwan^ 
To tempt the hquid air, aiad fly my woes. 
O raih, prefumptuous thought ! I had not 

learnt 
That human ills are Fancy's children vain ! 
When dire neceflity compell'd, with care. 
And many a cautious peep, I turn d the hinge^ 
Anxious I flunk from fl;reet to flreet, and 

quick 
Turn'd dubious, dreading ev'ry face unknown. 
And fweat foreboding : So the caitifii doom'd 
To move in tainted air, fcarce dares to draw 
The breath of life, left death fliould entrance 

find. 

At laft, eompeird, with humble fuit, 
t'implore 
The 'Squire, for coin, long earh'd by diligence 
And labour-r-huge he rifes in my view ; 
Puffs out his haughty fides, and ftern, 

contra6ls - 
His brow terrific : Loud as thunders groan 

In 
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In Table cloud, I heard his dcep'ning voice. 
Bellowing full many a threat. Inane, he 

thruft 
My fhivering carcafe on the wintry night, 
Wond'ring that fuch a caitifFe'cr fhould learn 
Prefumptuous, thus, t' intrude upon his peace. 
Much I admir'd his treatment. Ah! how 

chang'd. 
Thought I, from him, who late, with fmiles, 

employed 
This hand, and made me hope for mighty 

things. 
Pale and difconfolate, I totter'd home 
To my poor dwelling; and with fighs fecur'd 
The hated door : Acrofs the wakeful couch 
I threw me, liftning to the nightly breeze. 
'Twas dark — all nature funk in deep repofe. 
No voice difturb'd the air, fave the fteep rill 
That tumbles o'er the craggy rock, and thou. 
Fair bird of night, that from the ivy tower. 
Now warbleft fweet thy melancholy ftrain. 
And now the watchful creditor, at eafe, 

G 2 Stretch'd 
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Stretch'd on his bed, dreams of returning gold. 
But I (who, rack'd with care, and parch'd 

with thirft. 
Steal to the ftream to g6t a liquid hauft) 
^yVith horrid dreams am fcar'd^ thp' void of 

fleep; 
Scar'd with a dreq.dful wanderer of the night. 
Real or vifionary, 'tis not known : 
But, like a giant catchpole, high he rpfe ; 
His tread I could not hear: — ^fuU oft he feem'd 
To ftretch his fatal hand— ftjU, ftill he fmil'd. 
And ftalk'd before me : Sill his glaring eyes- 
Their influence darted, thro' my inmoft foul. 
Aghaft I flood ; my hair ereft : And down. 
From out my trembling hand, with hideous 

crufh. 
The pitcher felL Away the difmal form 
Qlided, obfcure, and mix d with fliades of 

night. 
The omnious vifion, in my flutt ring breaft. 
Sad, I conceal'd, waiting the dire event. 

When 
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When clam'rous creditor, with day, retum'd* 
I copy'd what I could (my laft refource) 
The 'Squire's dreadful frown : But ill my cheft 
Fill'd the big tone, I fhrunk : My limber hams. 
Unmanly, bent. Th' infulting elf beheld 
Confulion in my face, and foul difmay. 
Strait, at his heels, two forms of haggard port 
Start forth ; aloft they rear their direful fangs. 
And feize, with eager gripe, an eafy prey. 

Thus an imprudent fchool-boy dares 

provoke. 
In meadow wide, a raging bull, and truft 
A thin device (by which the tinker fcar'd 
A piteous cur) deluded — ^high he throws 
His coat, revers'd, and growls, with feigned 

note; 
Moving with backward ftep, and dangling 

phiz. 

Ridiculous ; but ftill the raging foe 

Approaches, fnuffs the air, and tears the 

ground. 

And 
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And aims the deadly born; when now, too 

late. 
The haplefs wight regrets the wretched wile. 

Why fhould I tell what torture I fuftain'd. 

Imprudent ? Few I knew not half the peace. 

The comforts of a jail. Here, with huge joy, 

I find my comrades ckar — the fage divine 

(Deep karn'd, in ufeful lore, of noble pow rs 

To form the morals, by his golden rule 

And bright example) here has found a home* 

No gbod oeconomift — ^hi$ foaring mind 

Was wrapt in other themes^ nor could he clear. 

With thirty annual pounds, his annual charge* 

He fcom'd to touch a patron, or to paint. 

In gaudy bues^ a worthlefs tool of ftate ; 

But, firm in principle, he would not doubt 

To bleed, a martyr to his facred caufe : 

Therefore his country, in his^ utmoft need, 

(O matchlefs charity of Chriftian men \) 

Found him a houfe* And here I alfo find 

Th' induftrious father of a numerous race, 

Whom 
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WhcMM thou, great Poverty, with toil, didfl 

bend. 
And force, indignant to thy happy fold. 
Long, he oppos'd, with many a fruitlefs art. 
Thy blandilhments, by rifing, ere the lark 
Unfurl'd his dewy wing, with labour hard. 
And fcant refrelhment, wearing out the day. 
Till filent Hefper dipt into the wave. 
But, aye prevented by thy trufty band 
Of difappointments, and of loffes fore. 
Inert he fell, diftrain'd in every nerve. 
And breathlefs, with the combat long fuftain*d. 
Here, many more, of mickle note, are found* 
Hither, from ufurer's gripe, the widow comes. 
Nor longer hears her ftarving orphan's cries. 
Nor muft he be forgot, where, high, fupreme. 
The old, grey officer fits, cowVing huge. 
With locks, thin waving, in the whifl;ling blaft. 
Zealous for Britain's glory : much his grief. 
Should mortal wight affirm the dubious fate 
Of Jerfey, Bofton or old Gibrdtar. 
He thinks on former days; and Ihews his fears. 

Frowning 
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Frowning tremendous, ridgy o'er his brow. 
He glories in his Ihorten'd nofe, his hand 
Reft of a thumb, and foot that Humps the 

ground. 
Unequal: oft with deep, fonorous voice. 
Repeats his martial fame; ho\y fierce he prefs'd. 
Mounted the breach^ and burft through 

ftorms of fire. 
And urg'd the foe, confounded, to forfake 
Their filent thunders and proud banners vain; 
Trophies for Britons bold — His mighty foul 
Rekindles : round he throws his threatning eye. 
The fingle remnant of the griding blade. 
And pants for arms, and rears the knotty 

hand. 
And feems, in fpite of Albion's milder laws. 
Dealing revenge and ruin on the foe- 
Thus he fupports the lofty foul, the breaft 
Of confcious virtue, and the fteady brow. 
As one who praftic'd long, in rural town. 
To live paft ages o'er, and fliew the croud. 

In 
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In pompous fock, the chiefs of Greece and 

Rome^ 
And thofe, of yore, whom dufky Lybia fam'd 
For deadilefs deeds, with diadem adorn'd^ 
Swells high the lofty foul, to fill the fcene. 
On morrow morning, when his regal fway 
Is over, and the monarch now depos'd. 
He marches huge to buy a butter roll 
For breakfafl, and fubdue dire hunger s pow*f 
Viftorious; ftiirhis Majefty he holds 
,With doubtful fway — tho' reft of powV^ 

maintains 
Big word, and meafur'd Hep, and mounting 

eye; 
Nor can the beggar quite depofe the king* 

Though much remain unfung, I here might 
bate 
At noon, but thou^ indulgent powV, dofi 

keep 
Aloof, all other cares -- no muddy hauft 
Of beer^ no dinuner which confumes the time 

H Of 
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Of idlers, interrupts my favourite theine.. 
O privilege that muft not be forgot ! 
Ohappinefs, to breathe in -fuc'li a ftate, ^ 
Where this, fo kind afylufn is prepar'd 
For thofe who ferve it beft! The fool, the 

knave 
Who merit well fuch toil — far hence, are preft 
With cumbrous wealth, like affes, doom'd 

to bear 
Unweetirig, linehjoyed, rich pearl and gold, 
Etnbroid'ry fair, and flars, and orient belts. 
Emblems of honour ; much I err, if thofe 
Dread not, with wakingeyes, the nightly thief. 
And fhrink, unfeemly, when th' adventrous 

knight. 
With piflol cock'd, and thundering oath 

demands 
Their fmuggled pelf; while honeft wight 

goes by 
Regardlefs, for his pockets are fincere 
Of fordid gold. But here iti guife ofefcure. 
The great in arts and arms repofe, while mien 

Of 
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" Of fober courage, (who can wifely fpare 
Their country's blood, and plow the fpacious 

main. 
At equal diftance, from th' infulting foe,) 
Grafp our dread bolts, and teach the timid crew 
To gaze, familiar on our pendants fair. 
With prudent art they fave our navy, ftrong. 
Undamaged; and, for love of Britain's weal. 
Had rather furl their fails, and cede them 

clear 
To Gallia's foris, than tear with fire and ball 
Their rigging, that might better be redeem'd, 
Let fuch purfue their game ; why (hould we 

eye 
With envy, whom we could not imitate ? 

While thus I trace the lofty theme, thefe 
vaults 
Supply, with cadences and echoing found. 
The abfent lyre, which ftill my fingers feek 
Deluded, and in broken flumbers ftrike 

H2 To 
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To founds harmonious, while the jdcurid 

fwains, 
AtGwenddor's wake, torment the thundring 

floor. 
But ah ! no more, dear Jenkin-s facred gift. 
Shall I revifit ! now detain'd in pawn 
By ruthlefs landlord, for the length'ning fcore 
Of potent ale — O may no ruftic hand 
Thrum the fmooth firings or fbrce the tune- 
ful key ! 
May none. Ah me! the lovely tone* proforie. 

chearful harp ! ftill muft I think of thee. 
Though here I dwell, fequefter'd and forgot. 
For now, from toil I reft, my Britifh fongs 
Unfinifh'd, float in many an idle flieet, 
Punwal of other days, Owen, and he 
Who feafted long the loyal fwains, in proud 
Brechinia's vale — are robb'd of all their fame* 
Thus far, O Poverty, thy latefl;gift, 
Grateful, I fing; accept the humble lay ! 
Since in thy fane, 'till nature's lamp is fpent, 

1 have the glorious privilege aflign'd, 

T' efcape the fcorn and pity of the world. 
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.ONT AGNES, * de qui Taudace 
Va porter jufques aux cieux 
Un front d'etemelle glace, 
Soutien du fejour des Dieux ; 
Deffus vos tetes chenues, 
Je cuille au-deffus des nues 
Toutes les fleurs du printems : 
A mes pieds, contre la terre, 
J'entens gronder le tonnerre, 

Et tomber mille torrens. 

/ 

*Montagnes d' Auvergne oii il etoit alors. 
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E mountains, whofe afpiring brow 

Suftains the Heav'n's flupendous weight- 
Whofe front of ever-during fnow 

Swells an unmeafurable height ! 
Advanced above your arduous pride — 
Higher than clouds and tempefts ride. 

The faireft flowers of Spring I meet : 
Below, I hear, but far below, 
A thoufand echoing torrents flow, 

And thunders growl beneath my feet. 

II. 
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11. 

Semblables aux monts de Thrace, 
Ou'un geant audacieux 
Sur Iqs autres monts entaffc 
Pour efcalader les cieux, 
Vos fommets font des campagnes 
Qui portent d autres montagnesj 
Et s'elevant par degrez, 
t)e leurs orgueilleufes tetes 
Vont affronter les tempetes 
I)e tous les vents conjurez- 

IIL 

Bes que la vermeille aufofe 
De fes feux etincelans 
Toutes ces montagnes dore^ 
Les tendres agneaux belaniS 
Errent dans leS paturages : 
Bientot les fombres bocages^ 
Phntes Ic long des ruifleaux, 
Et que les Zephirs agitent, 
Bergers & troupeaux invitent 
*A dormir au bruit des eaux. 
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IL 

Ev'n as the lofty hills! of Thrace, 

Which Earth's bold fons effay'd to rife 
With Offa rear'd on Pelion's bafe, 

Aflailing Jove s imperial fkies ; 
So your ftrong fides and lofty top 
Another range of mountains prop : 

Hills pird on hills, the ftars they gain : 
Tempefts, in clofe battahon led. 
In vain affault their lofty head : 

The roaring winds confpire iti vain. 

III. 
Soon as the morning's orient ray. 

Sprinkled with rofy dew, expands. 
Clothing the hills with golden day — 

Along the fields and meadow lands 
The little bleating lambkins rove. 
While floping mount and darkling grove 

That nods befide the filver ftreams. 

And balmy zephyrs, as they blow. 

From tree to tree, from bough to bough. 

Invite foft fleep and pleafihg dreams. 

I IV. 
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IV. 
Mais dans ce rude payfage 
Ou tout eft capricieux, 
Et d'une beaute fauvage, 
Rien ne rappelle a mes yeux 
Les bords que mon fleuve arrofe, 
Fleuve, ou jamais le vent n'ofe 
Les moindres flots foulever, 
Ou le ciel ferein nous donne 
Le printems apres lautomne. 
Sans laifler place a I'Hyver. 

V. 
Solitude, * ou la riviere 
Ne laiffe entendre autre bruit. 
Que celui d une onde claire 
Qui tombe, ecume, & s'enfuit; 
Ou deux ifles fortunees, 
De rameaux verds couronnees. 
Font pour le charme des yeux 
Tout ce que le cceur defire : 
Que ne pius-je fur ma lyre 
Te chanter dii chant des Dieux? VI. 

* Carenac, petite Abbaye fur la Dordogne qu'il avoit alors. 
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IV. 

But, while I wondring gaze around 

O'er all this vaft romantic fcene. 
With favage beauty gaily crown'd. 

Each objeft paints before mine eyne 
The fmooth Dordogne's enchanting vale — 
Delightful ftream ! no ruder gale 

Can once difturb its polifh'd face : 
There temp'rate fkies for ever bring 
To Autumn's fruit, fucceeding Spring; 

Nor give the fhiv'ring Winter place. 

V. 
Dear Solitude ! my favVite theme. 

Where nothing elfe is heard around 
But the foft breeze — the dafhing ftream 

Which falls and runs with echoing found : 
And here two iflands of the bleft 
Appear, with vivid branches dreft. 

To charm the eyes, the heart to cheer : 
Dear Solitude ! of thee 111 fing. 
To thee 111 touch the trembling ftring. 

In ftrains that Gods might joy to hear. 

I 2 VI. 
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VI. 

De ZepHir la douce haleine. 
Qui reverdit nos buiflfons, 
Fait fur le dos de la plaine 
Plotter les j^^unes moiffons, 
Dont Ceres emplit nos granges, 
Bacchus luirmeme au;^ vend^nges 
Vient empourprer le raifin ; 
Et du penchant des coUines, 
Sur les campagnes voifines 
Verfe des fleuves de vin. 

VII. 
Je vois au bout des campagijes 
Pleines de fiUons dorez, . 
S'enfuir vallons & montagnes 
Dans des lointains azurez, 
Dont la bizarre figure 
Eft un jeu de la nature. 
Sur les rives du Canal, 
Comme en un miroir fidelle, 
LTiorifon fe renouvelle, 
]Et fe peint dans ce criftal. 



VIII. 
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VL 

Soft-breathing Zephyr o'er the plain 

Vifits the earth, no longer old. 
Bids the dead plants revive again, 

And turns our harvefts into gold. 
Whence bounteous Cer^s fills our ftores ; 
Meanwhile the jolly Bacchus pours 

Into the grape the juice divine. 
Then from the flow defcending hills. 
Or neighbouring vales, our vats he fills 

With copious rivers running wine. 

VII. 
Far o'er the diftant plains I view 

(Where rows of gilded ridges rife) 
The leflen'd hills of dufl^y hue. 

Mix with the horizontal flcies — 
Roniantic profpeds — fancy's play — 
Prefent the face of Nature gay : 

Where yon canal extended lies^ 
Reflefted from the watry wafle. 
With many a pendent meteor grac'd, 

'Xhe azure flieen dehghts our eyes* 



VIII. 
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vm. 

Avec les fruits de TAutomne 
Sont les parfums du printems, 
Et la vigne fe couronne 
De mille feftons pendans; 
Ce fleuve aimant les prairies/ 
Qui dans des ifles fleuries 
Oment fes canaux divers. 
Par des eaux ici dormantes. 
La rapides & bruyantes. 
En baigne les tapis verds- 

IX. 

Danfant fur les violettes, 
Le berfer mele fa voix 
Avec le fon des mufettes, 
Des flutes & des hautbois. 
Oifeaux, par votre ramage, 
Tous foucis dans ce bocage 
De tous cceurs font effacez, 
Colombes, & tourterelles, 
Tendres, plaintives, fidelles, 
Vous feules y gemilfez. 



X. 
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VIIL 
Not fruitful Autumn come§ alone : 

With him, the fweets of April join. 
And while a thoufand clufters crown. 

With lufcious pride, the curling vine ; 
This ftream, that loves the meadow grounds. 
And many a flowVy ifle furrounds 

Meand'ring ftill with myftic ring. 
Here, gently laves the fmiling Ihore, 
There — thund'ring down with hollow roar. 

Through all the valley pours thefpring. 

IX. 

Dancing along the grafs-plot fair 

To mellow flute or hautbois' found. 

The Shepherd hums the rural air. 

And treads the hornpipe's mazy round : 

And you meanwhile, on every fpray. 

Soft warblers, thrill the livelong day. 

Nor feel the fmarting fling of care : 

There the poor turtle fits alone : 

With tender, faithful, plaintive moan. 

Love's mournful ftrains are echo'd there. 

X. 



( 64 ) 

X 

Une herbe tendre & fleurie 
M'offre des lits de gazon ; 
Une douce reverie 
Tient mes fens & ma raifon: 
A ce charme je me li vre, 
De ce neflar je menyvre, 
Et les Dieux en font jaloux. 
De la cour flatteurs menfonges, 
Vous reflemblez a mes fonges, 
Trompcurs conmie eux, mais moins doux. 

XL 
A Tabri des noirs orages, 
Cui vont foudrover les grands, 
Je trouve fous ces feuillages 
Vn azile en tons les tems : 
La pour commencer a vivre, 
Je puife feul & fans livre 
La profonde verite ; 
Puis la fable avec lliifloire 
Vicnnent peindre a ma memoirc 
L'ingenue aatiquitc. 



( 65 ) 

X 
While, in a reverie of blifs. 

Mine eyes, my captive foul is led; 
While a fair fpot — fo green as this — 

Affords a fragrant flow'ry bed : 
I freely quaff the mental wine 
And to thefe charms my heart refign-J— 

For heav'nly pow rs a pleafure meet. 
Why Ihould I leave gay fancy's fports 
For flattering dreams of gaudy courts — 
As vain as they, but not fo fweet ? 

XL 

Here — fhelter'd from thofe tempefts dire 
That pour their vengeance on the great, 

I, to the peaceful fhades, retire. 
And ever find a fafe retreat : 

The fchemes of life I now explore^ 

While viewing former ages o'er 
I mufe, in filent mov'd, alone; 

Anon, old reverend volumes bring 

A deeper draught, from wifdom's fpnng — 

Sound truths by ancient fages known. 

^K XII. 
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xn. 

Des Grecs je vois le plus fage,* 
Jouet d'un indigne fort, 
Tranquille dans fon naufrs^ 
Et circonfpeft dans le port j 
Vainqueur des vents en fiirie. 
Pour fa fauvage patrie 
Bravant les flots nuit et jour. 
O ! combien de mon bocage 
Le calme, le frais, Tombragc, 
Meritent mieux mon amour ! 

Xffl. 
Je goute loin des allarmes, 
Des Mufes llieureux loifir ; 
Rien n expofe au bruit des armes 
Mon filence & mon plaifir. 
Mon coeur content de ma lyre, 
A nul autre honneur n afpire, 
Qu a chanter un fi doux bien. 
Loin, loin, trompeufe fortune, 
Et toi favenr importune : 
Le monde entier nc m'eft r^n. XIV, 

•Ulylfc. 
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XII. 
; The pride of all the Grecian bands 

(Too long ungrateful fortune s fport [ 
r- Calm^ in the wreck, Ulyffes ftands ; 

Cautious he rides, though fafe in port : 
For his poor native rock he braves 
The fcowling winds and whelming waves, 

[ And ftems the ocean, day and night; 

; How well may then, this lovely fhade — *■ 
I This cool retreat — this fertile glade 
Infpire my bofom with delight ? 

XIIL 

Not raging battle's hoarfe alarms 

Can once untune my rural ftrain : 

1 never hear the din of arms. 

Nor dread the thunders of the plain : 

My wifhes bounded to my lyre, 

o greater honour I defire 

Than warbling bhthe my happy fong : 

vant ! deceitful fortune's wiles — 

treacherous friend-the courtier's fmiles ! 

I never lov'd the gaudy throng, 

K2 ^ XIV. 
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XIV. 
En quclque climat que j'erre. 
Plus que tous le autres lieux, 
Cet heureux coin de la terre 
JVle plait & rit a mes yeux ; 
La pour couronner ma vie, 
J^a main d'une Parque amie 
Filera mes plus beaux jours j 
La repofera ma cendre; 
La Tyrcis * viendra repandre 
Les pleurs dus a nos amours. 



f Mr* TAbbe de Langeron. 
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XIV. 
Where'er my devious fteps may rove — » 

Where'er I'm toft by land or fea; 
This charming fpot I'll ever love. 

Dear folitude ! I'll think of thee. 
To make my life fupremely bleft. 
May heav'n ftill grant me here to reft 

And leave my humble alhes here ; 
And, when I'm number'd with the dead. 
May gentle Thirlis, o'er my head. 

To friendfhip pay the grateful tear. 



SONG^ 



SONG. 

MAY 24, 1773. 



^AN I envy pomp and fplendor, , 

While among thefe ftiades I rove ! 
All my bofom I furrender 

To the paflion of the grove* . 

While I calmly walk alone a-«^ 

Long the gentle river's fide. 
Pan and Ceres and Pomona 

All the chequer'd fcene divide. 

Here the meads and woods embowVing r 
Make the penfive wand'rer gay ; 

There the Van, to Heaven tow'ring 
Holds the fmiles of fetting day. 

From 
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from the fummit, wide expanding^ 
Fancy rolls a toiling eye 

Where the bounds of fea and land, 
In fainter azure meet the fky. 

There diviner vifions glancing. 
Charm away the muling foul^ 

On a happy \Wng advancing. 
Higher ^thaii the planets rolL 

Happy maze of contemplation ! 

Every ftep its pleafure finds* 
Hail diviner recreation ! 

Parddife of peaceful minds ! 

Grant me. Heaven, grant, to blefs me^ 

Solitary thus to ftray ! 
Let not want ol: Wealth opprefs me, 

Friends nor foes my peace difmay* 



ELEGY 



ELEGY 

On winter. 



T 



WAS now-I reveird o'er the vivid plain; 
^Twas now Ibreath'd the Spring's refrefhing 
gale : 
I faw the joyful fun return again. 

The tufted blades adorn'd the fmihng vale. 

What namelefs pleafure fiU'd my throbbing 
breaft! 

How joyful from the moiint I took the view! 
In lovely green the chearful field was dreft. 

And blooming life on every bramble grew. 

Whatpaftimes,late, beneath the Summer s ray- 

What various fports on hill and dale were 

feen ! 

The ftiepherd chaunted all the live-long day. 

Sweet fongs he chaunted on the dappled 

green; L When 
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When fobcr Evening cooVd the fultry rays, 
The city youth declar'd the flames of love. 

While o'er the walks they tript, in many amaze/ 
Or glanc'd, with various fplendor, thro' the 
grove/ 

Why then, ah why this melancholy change ! 

What damps my glee, what moves my 
penfive lighs! 
Thro* defart plains, alone, I feem to range^ 

Thro' defart plains beneath inclement fkies- 

Now the poor fwain ftalks thro' the leaflefs 
glade — 

With biting froft his bloated fingers fwell a 
Ah where's the genial ray, the fofl'ring fhade f 

Ye barren walks, ye chearlefs defarts, tell f 

Now does the rural daify ceafc to fpring : 
The fair carnation fpreads her hues no more : 

ThQ meadows die, nor does Pomona bring 
The fragrant bloflbm or the juicy ftore* 
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Its fweetnefs too, has left the damafk rofe. 
And gilly-flow'r, that long endur'd the fun; 

The fkipping lambs their wonted paftime lofe. 
And to the barren rocks for flielter run. 

Another fleeting year — for lo ! 'tis gone — 
Another year I've idly thrown away ! 

Days croud on days, and months on months 
roll on: 
In vain we bid the precious moments ftayl 

And ah! what earthly thing was made to laft! 

Man's life is but a fleeting fcene of woes. 
Like flowers we drop beneath th' untimely blaft, 

Orwither'd leaves, when Autumn's tempefl; 
blows. 



L 2 



S O N G 

On SYLVIA'S Birth -Day. 



o 



Sylvia, iince this joyful day- 
Is to thy virtue giv'n, 
^rife and greet the chearful ray. 
The facred gift of heav'n. 

May now thy bloom — thy youthful prime 

Without a blot be fpent; 
And pay with gratitude the time 

By heaven's goodnefs lent. 

And may that goodnefs guide thee ftill 

In virtue's path to tread : 
From every error, every ill 

Prote6l thy favoured head. 



StiU 
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StiQ may J)eav'n!s ihield thy path ^fend 
Froip forrow, pain, and care; 

Guide and condud;,thee to thy end 
As happy ^ thou'rt fair ! 



To 



To THE SAME: 

EXTEMPORE* 



D 



EAR as my life! without a frowDi 
This humble verfe receive. 
From him whofe heart is your's alone ! 
Tis all he has to give. 

Why heaves that breaft — fo dear to me ! 

If Colin harbour there. 
The ftudy of my life ftiall be 

To make him worth tjiy care^ 

But if there be fbme favorite fwain 

Whofe happier flame you prize : 

Blot out my^ vows — ^negleQ: my paiii. 

And force me from your eyes* 

Ne'er 
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Ne'er may that gentle goodnefs know 
The pangs your fwain endures : 

Welcome my lot of blifs or woe. 
If happinefs be yours. 



TO 



*<*^e^^!<^V4^<^«^^V*<<««^<V<^<VW>e!4i^^ 



To THE SAME. 



W, 



HITitltR does my Sylvia wancler ? 

To what diilant lawn or grove ? . 
Where fair Avon's ftreams meander. 

Or the happy Severn roves ? 

Love, direft thy Colin's way . 

Where her charming footfteps ftray ! 

Tohef arms, O let me fly. 
And on her lovely bofom die ! 

Ah, no more, oil yonder mountain. 
Shall 1 fee my charmer ftray ! 

Nor belide the mofly fountain 

Does Ihe tune ttf enchanting lay. 
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Scenes I tnuft behold no more — 
When bleft Colin could rejoice 
Toifit hbr fnfibs-r^to Ijfcai- her voiced 

Oft my lingering hours I number. 
While with fad defpair I burn : 

Or alone, in broken flumber. 

See the iQvely maid retijrn. ;* 

Ceg-fe, O Love, with prpfpeds vain. 
To delude a hopelefs fwaigi : . 
With fpnd hopes my heart to cheer. 

Only to kill me wi;h defpair ! 

Ceafe, O ceafe |hy fond |>eguiling-T* 

Ceafe, tljOu diftapt jbright nin^ glcajn! 

No ! — it was not Sylvia fmiling; 

Twas a dear, deceiving dream. 

All tl^efe Iji^unts her lofs deplppe f 

Hills and groves 4^hght nq mpi^ : 

All t^e plains in filence mourn, 

'Till Sylvia; lovely nisj^d, return. 

.\: ^" Now 
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Now, thro' lonely thickets ftraying. 
Let me foothe a lover s care : 

Still with tranfient hope delaying. 
Pining grief and mad defpair : 
Telling ftill how much I love. 
Straying penfive thro' the grove. 
Teaching every wounded tree 

To feel my Sylvia's lofs like me. 



M2 



To THE SAME: 

A PASTORAL SONG. 



O. 



'NCE more, ye green myrtles, ^ora 

The brows of your favourite fwain. 
Since Colin (unhappy !J was bom 

Tp languilh, but languilh in vain: 
Bear Sylvia, the nymph who alone 

Could foften my anguilhand woe 
Is deaf to my pitiful moan. 

And (huns me wherever I go. 

This garland I wove for her brow-^ 

Some notice I hop'd it would moves 

But the flow'rs in the brook I will ftrow. 
For Sylvia dcfpifes my love : 

If 
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If ever ttds eglanf ihe ftadfe 

Invite the dear fteps of my fair, 

1^ will mourh the gree» bow'psj. aj* they fide. 
For Colin no longer is here. 

And thou, my dear pijp6; (hat mldng 
Hafl warbled thy Colinet's lay. 

Henceforward^ lofggtf iflg'flte' fSffg, 

Muft hang on the withering fpray: ^' 

Tho' often, the fftejiftei-i iS^-Md 

My fitrtes fbt* iUfa: rtiglitittgdifc's? «i«$rt> 

MycroofeIfcH^6fijt«!l«^V^y ■ • 

Nor heeded my wSfiid^J^g ftmp -z-- ■ 

Old Strephon'^^e tif tiS> mf taier/ ^ > 
And neglefted his younglings to keep ; 

The (hepherds niy pkriibn ^cpidr^, 

They Bewail' the urdfertilnai^ l^dWV' 

All the riyinpHs, But thfe nympfe t idist^l " 

Are griev'd' at their dofiii}eti"pain. 

That 
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That bofom — 'tis harder than fteel ! 

Compaffion ne'er fwell'd in her heart: 
She wounds, but (he knows not to feel: 

She triumphs in Colinet's fmart: ^ 
Ah no ! I much wrong the dear maid. 

No turtle fo tender, fo kind : 
Thofe charms, all around her difplay'd. 

Are but faintly tranfcrib'd from her mind. 

But ah me ! I too truly have guefs'd 

At the caufe of her cruel difdain : 
That fmile, that would render me bleft. 

Is referv'd for fome happier fwain z 
When I languiQi and die at her feet. 

His image engages her care : 
She flies her dear Damon to meet ; 

And me (he refigns to defpain 

Yet fure, fhe fome, pity might Ihew*— 

Some care for a deftitute fwain : 

One tear of compaffion might flow — 

One figh — ^It would foften my pain: 

But 
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But why fliould thofe heavenly eyes 
With anguifh be e er overflown ? 

Could I bear my dear Sylvia's fighs — 
Could I live on her pity alone^! 



^ONG, 



To THE SAM E. 



JLn vain does Colin tell his anguifh . ; _ 
To every breeze^ that fans the valci . 

While Sylvia flies, and lets him languifh. 
Nor heeds his melancholy talt. 

Unhappy fhephetd ! ceafe thy mdutning, ' 
And tune no more thy plaiiitiVe fong'! 

See, by the ftream, thy love returning. 
And fmiliog Cupid comes along* 

Now fpread your bloom, ye fragrant rofes, 

My lovely Sylvia entertain : 
But ah ! the confcious blulh difclofes. 

And Cupid calls her back again. 

N This 
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TIbs happy moment. Love, I find you: 
(Somepow'rproloi^my channer'slky !) 

But ah, you've left your heart behind you. 
And Love commands my blifs away! 

Go then, enjoy your foul's defire t 
Be ftill ddighted in your love : 

But I, forlaken, muft retire 

And languiih in the lonely grove. 

Go^ftrfaen you will (peilis^s tcKmorrow !) 
And blefs your happy, happy choice : 

I wilh you joy — great as my forrow— 
More than I mourn you can't rejoice ! 

Dying, I will not c^l you cruel : 
filed as an angel may you bQ ! 

And when you leave me (faireft jewel!) 
Drop not a tender tear for me. 

No tedious, lonely days 111 number, 

Thofe eyes will draw my fight along: 

Your name will charm me into flumber. 
And love compofe me with a fong* 



J 1 

S O N G: 

The DISTRACTED LOVEI^ 



■ w < I ■' ■ 



B, 



RESIDE a willow-fhaded ftream 

The haplefs Colin pour'd bis lay s 
A Cruel beauty was his theme: 

And while with love he pih'd away, 
Twas ftill the dolefid burden of his i^pain — 

O fhall I never fee my love again? 

Ye willows that fo gaily rifef 

Ye waves that dimple in the wind? 
Look not as if my Sylvia's eyes 

Were ftill to wretched Colin kind- 
She s gone--fhe's gone to blefs the happy fwaini 
O fhall I never fee my love again ! v 

N2 The 
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The longing gafp of fell defpair. 

The tort ring pang that burfts the heart. 
None but the unhappy can declare. 

None but the wretch that feels the fmart*- 
Th' ill-fated youth that pines, like me, in vaip. 
And never hopes to fee his love again. 

Ye fhades of them who dy'd for love. 
Attend poor Colin's parting groan; 

Conduft him to your myrtle grove 
To wander, filent and alone. 

Lonely and filent, but when I complain — 

O fhall I never fee my love again? 

Some gliding femblance, come away ! 

My freezing tongue forgets to move i 
My glaring eyes refufe the day; 

My heart is dead to all but love : 
Ah me ! why fliould I longer here remain. 
Since I mull never fee my love again ? 

They 
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They come — farewell, my love!— I go.^- 
Lead on, lead on, ye glimmering (hades! 

How dark appear the realms below ! 

There — take me to your horrid glades. 

Here let my mould ringbones unfeen remain. 

Since I muft never fee my love again. 

Midft hanging rocks and fhades of night, 
Defpair fliall fix my haggard eyes. 

Where elves avoid the dawning light. 
And mutter, echoing all my fighs ; 

Pale ghofts fliall ftalk around and learn my 
ftrain. 

Since I mufl never fee my love again. 



The ideal LOVER* 

TO DELIA. 



JCjRE yet my heart began to move^ 
Awaken'd by the flames of love, 
The F^phian Queen* in all her charms, 
Dfefcending bright, my foul alarms ; 
Around the (brine her nymphs appear j 
And thus ftie praifes every fair : — 

What ar^ peeps thro' Delia's eyes ! 
What love in Sylvia's wifliful eyes ! 
What diarms in Lefbia's dbeeks appear! 
" The Graces weave Smilinda's hair* 
Tall and flender« young and gay, 
CXoe tunes a melting lay : 

A fweetnels 
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A fwcetnefe) beauty can't in^Ku-t^ 
Flows from Celia's tender heart; 
But mjtjeftic p^^ipe moves. 
And awes the fhepherd, while he loves* 

* * ' . » 
Now, Colin, own a generous flame. 
And Cupid fliaHrpcrfuadc thrrfame. 

On each fkir nymph I foftdly mufe r " 
Such varied charttls I touM-nbt-ehufe i * 
Cordelia's rilind hkd fixt 'my cHtniEe, ' • 
But for Rofettit'iS happy^ voice :* ' ' ' * '" 
And if Delicia^ charms iv-ere -niihc; - ' ^' ' •- 
Farewell Amalidai's diit. di Vrne: - ' *- ^ : ■ ' *\ 

I lik'd them all — -but neither bell ; 
For who coiild part 'with all the- *elft ? 

'' Ah niigWy Queeh erf all that's fair, • 
" I feel your bounty and your care. ^^^ ^ " 
" What lovely nymphs ! but, if you pleafe, 
* I love my liberty and eafe : ' . 

'' This 



»4y 
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** This world of charms let mfe admire j 
** Let othets to their love afpire." 

Reply*d the Gbddefs— fickle fwairi ! 
*rhihk not I try thy tafte in vain. 
The clown who dares defpife my fwaiy-*-- 
iVe arts ivill teach him to obey* 

Then from each fair a dharm (he takeS^ 

And one refiftlefs beauty makes : 

Mira, fays Cupid, let her be; 

But mortals call it Fantafy. 

Whatever nielts or warms the heart. 

Her eyes, like glance ethereal, dart : 

A thoufand various forms Ihe wears. 

Fair in a thoufand forms appears^ 

I gaze, and inftantly admire : 

My heart was loft— my foul on fire. 

In vain, alas ! my bofom warms. 

The charmer flies my longing arms^ 

Not condefcendijig to be feen 

But in gay Fancy's airy fcene. 

O O torture 
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O torture of a lover's mind ! 
Wand'ring her lovely face I'd find. * 
1 ftart at every glancing ray — 
" Sure lovely Mira brings the day !'' 
Now Delia's eyes my love beguiles • 
Anon Rofetta's blooming fmiles. 
Or Cynthia does my heart command^ 
Who carries beauty in her hand. 
So when I chanc'd your voice to hear^ 
I thought you wei'e that heav'nly faif, 
Prais'd you for every matchlefs grace 
That glows in lovely Mii'a's face : 
And is not Mira ftill your name ? 
Ah no ! I fee you're not the fame. 



Your pardon^ Madatn, now I find 
The httle archer made me blind : 
Twas no defign to do you wrong 
That fo infpir'd my raptur'd tongue 
Still for my charmer I muft rove : 
Pity miftakes in thofe that love. 



: 



ZIHA 



I 



(COMPLAINING OF THE ABSENCE OF 



A. 



D; 



'ISTANT o er the boundlefs main 
My Father's glorious kingdom lies : 
No ear to hear me thus complain. 
No friend to chear my weeping eyes : 
But oft my roving rnkld purfues 
My ruin'd country (once fo great 1) 
And o'er the rolling ocean views 
The fplendor of my former flatc. 



Dear deception ! oh how pleafing ! 

But now it darkens on my foul. 

See, fee the barb'rous flames increafmg ! 

Hear the deadly thunders rqll ! 

O 2 Stretch'd 
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Stretch'd in his blood my father hes ; 
And every friend before me dies. 

Compafs'd now with ftrangers round, 
A captive in a foreign land. 
In vain I feek thp diftant bound 
Of royal Inca's wide command ! 
Thefc misfortunes I could bear 
(Though many a bitter pang they coft) 
But fomething ftill than friends more dear — 5 
Greater than empirejiave I loft. 

The craving void — I feel it fmart — 
Still, ftill it pains my languid breaft. 
Come, Aza, life of Zilia's heart. 
And give my weary fpirits reft. 

Why {hould a generous ftranger load 

With bounties — whom he cannot blefs !* 

Pleafures and wealth are ill beftow'd 

On her, whofe mind is not at peace. 

Thefe 



( lOl ) 

Tliefe lovely fcenes — in vain they fiiiile! 
In vain tbefe facred haunts invite, 
Come, Aza, copie, my cares beguile | 
Come thou, or nothing can delight. 

^Tiile my boundlefs wifhes fly 
O'er the feas or mountains' height ; 
While I heave my longing figh. 
Come, and blefs thy Ziha's fight : 
One fmile from thee would well repay 
The lofs of friendfhip or command — 
Could make me blefs this happy day. 
Though captive in a foreign l^nd. 



IP A L E M O R 

An eclogue. 




HAT time the Twain, With ftreaming 

ribbons crown'd. 
Taught every =vale with Harley's name to 

found) 
Their lucky votes had made them miekle 

cheer ; 
Frefti was the morn, and all the welkin clear^ 
When Thirfis met with D?imon's herdifmanj 
And thus, in rural guife, their talk began. 

TiiiRsis, 
Wiiat lamb is that, good fwain^ you lead 
along? 

CoLiir. 

*Tis mine-^Amyntas loft it for a fong. 

Thirsis, 
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Thirsis, ' , 
Thy mailer vie with his melodious flxain ! 

GOLIN*. 

He cop'd with me, but found it was in vain^ 

Thirsis. 
Hien art thoii Colin, from fair Vaga's fide ? 

Colin. 
That is my name, and there I do abide. 

Thirsis. 
Indeed Amyntas told me of thy art ; 
Thy eafy numbers charm'd his very heart. 
Let's have a fong : Thy pains will not be loft, 
A little (kill upon the reed I boaft. 
The {hepherds all commend my fprightly"^ 
ftrain, ! 

And vow-no fweeter voice falutes the plain, j 
But I — indeed I cannot be fo vain. J 

Colin. 
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Colin. 
Then will you promife, when you've heard 
me fing, 
Some favVite ballad in your turn to bring ! 
Or, in alternate notes, our voice we'U raifc/ 
One fhall be paid with mufic, one with bays. 

Thirsis. 
Wliy, if you like, well fing alternate lays. 
Come, ftake thy lamb ; my rebec I will lay t 
See how 'tis carv'd with emblem fair of May* 
Beneath an oak fee rural Emma fiand; 
The milk-pail by her fide, and in her hand, 
A fpray of blooming hawthorn feems to move, 
And hide froin Damon s eyes the blufli of love* 
There hfe, with looks of cordial paflion pleads 
His amorous caufe, and fhews the vernal 

meads. 
The merry lambkins, and the browfing kine. 
And feems to fay — f^ Dear Emma, thefe are 

thine. 

P •• Believe 
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** Believe me, love, I live for none befide ; 
"'ThennK&e me bleft, and be a happy briik." 
Her glowing eyes, ev'n while we look, relent i 
She loves thctale, but knows not to cotofent. 
A pleaHng Qaedc extends beneath the boughs ; 
"Vyhile, round the fcene a pleafing funftiinc 

glows. 
But what of that ? — 'tis throwing time away : 
Touch it thyfelf, as thou dofl know to play ; 
To tune Sweet- William, if you underfland. 
You never l»d a better in your hand. _ 

Colin. 

I cannot flake the prize fo late ohtain'd, 

4t leaft, Tli keep the honor I liave gain'd ; 

But here's my flute, of polifli'd ivory white. 

Two curling vines, around the bore, unite : 

And whom d'ye guefs thofe two the fprays 

aihOng? 

That happy pair, Dan Milton fweetly furig. 

If you caui play Sweet-Sue or Peggy Band i 

You never had a better in your hand. 

Thitsis. 
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Thirsis. • ' 

I take the bett: but who ihall judge ^play» 
Vnbea^very bardispartiial tobislay? *: 
"Tisnot a little work I have to do» 
To get th^prize« and make you yield it too. 
Apdlb's (kill, tip wrangling lowt will own, 
Unlefs the God is, by his laurel, known, 

CoLiii. 
You need not fear— lotj^ ycmder, on the 
plain. 
The Mufe's friend, and patcon- c^ the fwain, : 
Palemon comes.-Him Phoebus tau^t the art 
Health-bearii^ rue, andhyflbp toixapart* 
<^ every fide, his voice fhall give con(!eBtr ^ 
And all difputes and afterck^ jprevenif. ■ •> . 

... •' r 

Thirsis. ' " "• ' • 

I vow 'tis he : What lucky chance could 
... - '. •brihg . • . 
So leam'd a judge to liften While' we fing ? 



].!> 



P2 No 
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No hoary ruftic, void of worth and note, 
A worthy man diat wears a ruffet coat. 
Once, for his lays, I lovUthc tuneful fvmn; 
Now, for the ftifepherd's fake, I love the ftrain: 
Ofty %tffaile the chilly hours of d^rknefs fled, 
Aodmoming's jay w;is purpling o'er his head, 
With^his long crook, IVe feen him crofs the 

lawn. 
And with a fong awake the lingering dawn i 
AticLoft, on yonder hill, he tunes his lays ^ 
His reed is vocal in his Maker's praife. 
Heiihuns the buftle of a public name j 
Happy to merit, not contend for fame 2 
Prefers a peaceful, innocent retreat 
To all the gaudy fplendor of the great. 
And though Apollo taught him how to fing, . 
He loves his God, his country, and his King* 
3ut fec'—he's drawing near. Can you, my 

friend. 
Stop in the ftiade, and hear the fwains cpji- 

tcndr^ 

Good-now, 
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Good-how, mark well, if you canfparetibe 

time, 
Whofe voice is fweeteft, whofe the fofteft 

rhyitie : 
No trifling bett depends upon the ftrain, 
I lofe my rebec, or his flute I gain* 

^ Pa LEMON. 

Then, boys, come here, fince you will be 

fogay. 

You canrtDt fing upon a finer day* 

To yonder alder, by the brook, let's run; 

The fpreading boughs will keep us from the 

fun. 
Here — fit you down — a very pleafant place ! 

How fine the profpecl opens in our face ! 

Yon goats creep up the bank j the cooling rill, 

Frgm nook to nook, comes echoing down the 

hill. 

And what is Daphnis at on yonder rock^ ! 

He takes a view of all his thrifty flocks : 

Sec 
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Sep how the ibeep ue <:aperiog rounil^tiie 

green: 
Yon iioiua4swiU £3roe dKiidgdingo'er die fin. 
Colin, 111 hold thy lamb]p4)^;in tfay note* 
Thirfis^&all £oUow when he's c^^ 

Colin. 

Pierian Mufes ! fend your influence down. 
And with triumphant bays, your poet crown : 
Give me the reed that tun'd in Windfor (hade. 
The happy art with which the ibefdl^erd play 'd. 
Then fhall my numbers warm, with facredfire. 
And all the vanquifh^d woodlands (hall admire. 

Thirsis. 
But I, Apollo, daim thy aid divine : 
Thine are my lays ; my tuneful reed is thine. 
If any breafV, with warmer tranfport moves, 
'Midfl vernal plains, cool fprings, and fhady 

groves;' 
Phoebus, refume thy fascred gift again : 
Refume, and give it to the favc»ite fwain* 

Colin. 
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Colin. 

Hark how the valUes ring »rith hound and 
' • i horn! ' ■ • -' '..p 

(Better, poor Reynard, thou wertTiever bom!) 
See Jghnss'scpurfers fpringingo^erthe {dBiiiis»l' 
Jdhniss the ddi^t of Radiior'^ votive fwainii 
Who loves not Johnes, the fool fhall lofe his 

vote ; 
The mob (hall pelt him, and fhall tear his coat. 

• Thirsis.- -■■-' -- ,' '■ 

See too, the* gallant Harleyicomes al6%^ ' 
That name has grac'd full many a no1)le Ibiig! 
"The nation's great fupport,"ourfwains repeat, 
AndPope confefs'd one flatefman truly g^reaf : 
Would but the Mufe infpir^> with equal ftraitas, 
I'd fingthe Knight of Ariconian fwains. 

Parch'dfiire the fields ;?He jkrdaix diea^rway. 
The lamabi lie^ftffl, sdlnatumfeek decays 

When 
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When irdh'ning (how'rs defcend, on Aufters 

wing» 
Tlie Iambs will play, — the joyful meadows 

fpring: 
Buthsq>lds Cialin, curs'd witfaSylvias fpit^ 
No flbow'n refreflihim, and no gales delig^. 

Thirsis. 
F^urdi'd are the fields ; but while, the 
weather s fair. 
My lovely Delia comes to take the air : 
See how (he trips along the flow'ry meads,. 
Nor wounds the bending cowflip where fhe 
treads! - . 

Jufl as (he is, O Love, that (he were mine ! 
Moiie ridi, more gay, can ne'er be fo divine* 

Colin. 
Of cowflipsfweetapdfcented thyme, I wove 
A fragrant garland, for my rural love : 
Amyntas gave her but an oaken fpray; 
She kept the fwain's, and mine fhe flung away: 
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fert Midfummer (elfe twit me df the fhamc) 
111 find fo fair— but not fo proud a dame. 

Thirsis* 
Laft Spring, when primrofci did firil appear, 
I pick'd a pretty pofey for my dear; 
She faid-—! never faw fo fine before; 
Good Thirfis, come to-morrow ; — ^bringmc 

morie. 
Go where I will. 111 warrant 1 may fee 
Many more proud^ but none fo fair as fhe4 

pALEMOUi 

Now eiid your lays^ liiy boys,- you ikig 
fo well, 
Who has the beft or worft 'tis hard to tell* 
The bett^ undrawn^ fhall in difpute remain : 
Well try it out whene'er we meet again. 
Hark,— in full cry,— the op'ning pack draws 

near! 
See, on the heath, the fpringing deeds appear* 

Q Up 
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^*./<Q91m1* :t^.tby l9iAl> to Mycoa'shiit, 
We[|l rua 4q4 mo^t tbinii.with a .fl|orter..ciit 
Let's cry up Johnes, as we did at the treat : 
'Tis ^ways good tp praife the good and great. 



. «• « «• « ^ I 



G O -/ L;. ..•'.. I- w: .M.-- 

THIRSIS, DAPHNIS. 

., .. • Thirsis. , . . .; .. 

JDeGIN, m7 Baplttds, while- the fiflft^ d^ 
Glows on the fielcy, -b^n tKy'pleafing'iay.'' 
The panting flocks, in yonder fhade, recline. 
And, o'er our heads, the beachen branches 

twine;' •■ •^ -i'-^ .;.!.■;.". O 
The felling rivlet kee^s a^ihiiftii^fiig iSii j '^ 
Thy plfeafing lay; -my Daplim^; WW^beglri/ ^ 

Daphnis. 
Then tell me, fwafn^ whiat fon^ye chtifeto 



The Qievy Chace, or Maudlin's rural chear? 

I 

0.2 
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. I fong, ivith mickle glee, the other ^y, * ■ * 
In Mycon's cot, the Freer of Orders Grey ? 
But if fome othel^ rhyme delight thee more,' 
Name what thou wijt, for I've enow in ftore, 

. . V 

Tmnsis. 

Poor Colin's loves (hall echo through thp 

glade. 

While yon ftout mowers flumber in the (ha4e : 

X||e, glpw^ meads employ the rural t}iro4^^ 

But Colin's. }pve^ demand the Shepher4's fpng; 

O Sylvia, muft an objeft fo divine 
For ever pain this love-fick heart of mine I • 
Will nothing mpvetl^ee-npthing gain (hine ear 
Till Colin's death muft prove his love i^ncere ! 

What though ^ ruK^l profpeflfliine around, 
(The woods, the hills, the vale$ with pleafure 
crown'd) 

Though 
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Though youthful nature charm the pcacieful 

fight. 
Thy lonely Colin meets with no delight. 

Now happy Cloddy faunters o'er the fields, 
Vifits each flow'r that balmy April yields, 
Collefts their fwpetnefs in has amorous lays. 
And chears the grove with Ainaryllis' praife: 
Opce could thy Colin tune as foft a ftrain y 
Now pines the reed, forfaken as the fwain: 
No longer thrills my rebec through the grove. 
For what can pleafe without the maid we love ! 

In tender youth we flray'd along the green. 
Then, on her Colin, Sylvia fmil'd ferene : 
Then, too, dearmaid (you cahnoth^ve forgot) 
I cuird the faireft flowVs around our cot: 
A wreath of balmy fweets I wove for you, 
Thofe cheeks did point me out their lovliefl: 

hue: 
Howpleas'd you looked! I felt my bofom 

move 

With dear delight, nor knew the kindling love. 

Again 



: Again the pieafing taflc, for you I tiyi-^-- ^ 
The rofes wither, and the Hlies die. 
The .violet«''aiid'tarnatroris- fade dway":' ".' • 
So Q^'s hope, and Sylvia's love decay. 

O criiel Sylvia, • whither dofl thou go ! 
Whait wahcfrrngTaricy bids thee leaVe irieTor 
Whisflr madhcls 'tempts thy lovely eyes to gaiq 
JaAiaica's ftfahS,^ and crofs thei- raging main! 
Who th'airprote6l thee on that fatal ^ 
Where earthquakes plunge and hoftfle cah-1 

ndris'rdarr 
Whomdoft thou fly! my flocks, my life is 

thine: 
And canfl: thou find a wanner foul than mine! 
Return, my love, amongthe dimplingfl;rcams/ 
Darkling we'll ftray, while fummer s harmlefs 

beams 
Aloft, among the quivering alders play. 
Nor meet thofe^ eyes inore pow'rfiil far ths^irr 

they. 

IVe 



I 
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IVe trimm'd my wpodbine Jbow'r : tl» 

trembling ftiades 
EKt^nd, and various flowVets deck the glades: 
The fwans along the filver lakes appear : 
Sure none but Sylvia's felf (hould wander 

here. 

Cofxie, gentle zephyrs, breathe refrefhing 
gales. 
And yield a fairer profpeft, vernal vales. 
Let the gay lambkins dance along the plain. 
And fing, ye birds, to bring my love ^gain. 
O haplefs Colin, thou art left to mourn : 
Thy love is gone and will no more return. 

. 3Ce4evcl plains, ye bleating hills, fiirewell ! 
No jnore, in you, the Loves and Graces dwell, 
N/^ feicay'nliy tranfports haynt the filent Ihadcs, 
Ti^e jlively ;yer4ui5e qf the bower fades. 
My downy fheep no more I tend with glee : 
F^-»^Jfeftttepk*furfi'W thee! 

Pan 
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p2tfi, God of fwains, and great Apollo's; 

power^ — 

The fylvan Oreads from their lofty bower. 
And green Sylvanus with his flow'ry feed 
Frequent the plains where once my lambiS 

did feed: 
All afk me whence thefe woeful plaints arifea 
" Love heeds not, Colin, thy defpadring fighs, 
" See, Delia's cheek far brighter rofes yields, 
** And richer lambs are fed in Delia^s fields : 
" Thy hopelefs flame, 'tis folly to^ repine, 
*' If Sylvia's gone, a fairer nymph be thine/' 
They talk of love who never knew my flame 
For who has beauty but my lovely dame ! 

But, ah ! fhe's gone ! — ^Ye furious waves 
forbear. 
Yc winds and tempefts weigh a lover's pray'r ? 
Spare, Phoebus, fpare f forgive thy fhepherd's 

pain! 
Thy angry blaze, that form will ne'er fuftain* 

My 
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My plaintive notes detain the falling ftreatn, 
The weeping Naiads liften to my theme. 
The widow dove is lilent in the tree. 
And every warbler quits his note for me ; 
Deep melancholy flhadows all the grove : 
Stern oaks relent, but Sylvia does not love. 

Before mine eyes a dizzy darknefs fwims, 
A chilly fhivering feizes on my limbs. 
My bofom achs beneath the piercing woe ; 
My head will break ! is this what Love can do ! 
In vain the woods, O fwain,refound thy moan: 
Thy love is gone*— for ever — ever gone. 

Yet Damon promised foon to bring her back* 
Ah now, my boding heart, 'tis titae to break! 
Well might he brave the horrors of the deep ; 
This was the dream that murder'd me in fleepf 
'Twas thus he led me through the defart 

wood. 
Tore out my heart, and roll'd me in my blood. 
R A thoufand 
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A thoufand arts to pleafe the fair he knew. 
Neat was his form, but cOuld he love fo true ? 
Could he all night before her hamlet wake. 
And count his life a trifle for her fake ! 
But did not he defy the raging wind. 
And furious waves, when Colin flood behind! 
Who fliall befriend me, whither fliall I fly ! 
The youth who dar'd to love muft dare to 
die. 

O haplefs boy, thy flocks neglefted ftray. 
The bafe Menalcas bears thy lambs away. 
Rough thorns and thirties choak thy fruitful 

land. 
Thy thirfty gardens too fome care demand : 
From flocks and fields and gardens Colin flies. 
And to negle6led love, a viftim dies. 
Ye tow ring rocks, preferve my doleful lay : 
Much time, in fruitlefs plaint, I've thrown 

away. 

Ye 
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Ye facred powVs that rule the boiftVous 
main. 
Attend, propitious, to a wretched fwain ! 
TTus voted lover to your deeps I give. 
Still the rude waves, and oh ! let Sylvia live. 

Thefe numbers on the rocks he did engrave. 
And plung'd at once into the dalhing wave. 



R2 



STREPHON AND SYLVIA. 

A PASTORAL TALE.' 



X ILL evening dew-drops hung on every 
blade. 
The fprightly Thiriis with his lambkins ftaid: 
Then, through the winding vale he tript along. 
To meet his love, arid humm'd a rural fong, 

'' O facred Moon, difFufe thy lilver light. 
And Ihed a trembling luftre on the night. 
To Daphne's hamlet guide me by thy (hine. 
Daphne whofe eyes are bright and chafte as 

thine. 
The rich lolas tries my love to gain. 
While Daphne's Daphne he fhall court in vain; 

A 
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A nymph lefs fair may be a Princess bride : 
Happier is Thirlis than the world befide. 
For this the mountains and the woods around^ 
And the wide plains with Daphne's name 

refound: 
Fair Vaga's banks (hall learn her lovely name. 
Nor fhall Alpheus be the firft in fame*" 

While thus the fhepherd tun'd his amorous 
lay, 
CXer the white corn field#he had fprung away : 
When, looking up, he fees before his eyes 
A huge wide foreft's waving gloom arife : 
A pathlefs glyn, by fuUen nature made, 
Open'd a vifta to the horrid fhade : 
So thick the low r, no glimpfe of heav'n he fees, 
Twixt fhelving rocks, low dells, and bow nng 

trees. 
By this, his heart a mighty dread confefs'd. 
And thus began revolving in his breaft : 

" Oft 
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*^ Oft have I heard the fage Palemon lay. 
Who feeks his love (hall never lofe his way 
I wifti it may be true, I feem to ftand 
On a drear difmal fpot of fairy land : 
Not ev n a track to guide the wand'rer on; 
But love commands me, and I muft be gone. 
Mayhap, fome haggard goblin led me here 
To trudge through lakes and brambles all the 

year. 
Thefe mutt'ring caves, fteep rocks, and dingles 

deep. 
Where headlong torrents down the catarafts 

fweep. 
Scarce let me hope from hence to find my way 
111 reft contented till I fee the day/* 

While thus he wander d, mufing and alone, 
Juft by his feet he heard a hollow groan : 
As one that preft a fnake, with heedlefs tread. 
Cold wax'd his heart, and back he funk with 
dread : 

Then 
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Then, bending forward, felt a haplefs fwairt^ 
Proftrate and gafping with excefs of pain^ 
Startling he ciries, ah— fujrely thiiS muft be 
Some wand Ving wretch thatloft lus way likeme^ 
Then lift'ning near, in fi^-he thought there 

came - 

A broken voice juft breathing Sylvia's name* 
TTwas pining Strephon, urg'd by fell defpoir 
To mourn his fatal love, and perifli there. 
HiaHfouch with baleful nightlhade he-'had 

fpread, 
A gloomy yew hung lowVing o'er his head.- 
When thus his haplefs friend the fhepherd 

found, . - 

With fudden hafte, he rais'd-him from the 

ground ; 
And fitting, on the hollow trunk, reclin'd, 
Ue thus addrefs'd him with an anxious mind r 



€t 



What fad misfortune, Strephon, brought 
thee here ! 
What cruel beauty caufes thy defpair ? 

Now 
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Now every fliepherd fhiins th' inclement cold< 

And penns.his flocks within the fhady fold 

The little birds, on every leafy fpray. 

Forget^ in fweet repbfe, their warbldd lay* ' 

The birds lie ftill along th' extended green: 

..J 
No browfing goats^ upon the banks, are feen i 

The fuU-orb'd moon (fee thro' the parting 

wood} 

Hangs o*er the mountain in a dewy cloud : 

All nature flumbers, but the rills that Rcfw 

Down the rough pebbles, and the Bird of woe^ 

That in the cf ambling yew tree fits alone. 

And, all night long, e^itends a direful moan, 

StREPHON^ 

That boding voice, O fwain, foretells my 
doom: 
Thefe horrid fhades fhall hide my fuUen tomb. 
Then fhall my wand'ringGhoft attend my fair^ 
A precious bleffing Fate denies me here. 

S Thirswi 
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Thirsis, j., . , ^ ^ . 
Strephon, take heart, flie may be tliine again: 
Whq can be cruel to fo kind a fwain ? 

Strephon. 
You heard me not complain, nor (hall this 

tongue 
Ever stccufe the lovely maid of wrong, 
Forfinceher beauty caught my wond'ring eye. 
Hove, in filenee, and, inlilence, die. 
How much Palemon has of Helen told^ 
A Cyprian Venus— beauties fam'd of old. 
And Rofamond, who could a monarch move— - 
They might be fair, but nothing like my love. 

Thirsis: 
Why jfhould you pine, my friend, with 

filent grief. 
To teliour^anguilh often brings relief. 
Lets' to the' nymph — your torture fliall be 

known : 

I cannot think flie hath a heart of ftone. 

Thirsis. 
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AU my fond hopes are vanifh'd out of view. 
But the fad smguifh, now, I muft renew : 
For all the fmart returns, while I difclofe 
By what flow fleps my'woeful plight arofe. 
When firft, befide the winding flream, I led 
My lambs, pr on the flow'ry meadow fed, 
I knew no care, but fweetamufement took ^ 
In fome harmonious fong, or godly book. 
Each founding grove that deck'd the moun- 
tain's fide 
Some unknown charm of folitude fupply 'd. 
Nor was the flow r that fed the indufl;rious bee 
To her, more grateful, than it was to me. 
Then was I happy — could fuch blifs remain. 
The King would leave his crown and be a 

fwain. 
But ah ! Uke morning clouds, our wiflies fly. 
Or timely flow'rs, that ere the fummer die! 
One evening mild I heard the lark employ 
Her mufic, and the vernal breeze enjoy : 

S 2 Sportive 
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Sportive and gay I tun'd a fylvan fong. 
And peaceful as the ftream, that crept along. 
The charming Sylvia tript acrofs the green. 
Among the willows I retired unfeen : - ' 
Confus'd, I ftand, and in a moment find 
A thoufand various tranfports in my mind : 
Mufing, fhe ftopt beneath a fpreading tree; 
Methought fhe look'd as fair as fair could be. 
Some anxious thought feem'd labouring in her 

breaft. 
Which thus, at length, the lovely maid expreft* 
" This blooming garland, Colin bids me wear, 
Colin, the (hepherd with the fhining gear: 
Some honour, fure, this eglantine might claim. 
The pinks of beauty, and the bays of fame. 
This golden fringe his treafures may approve; 
But where s the myrtle and the rofe of love! 
Riches and gaiidy toys let others p^irt; 
Give me the man that has a feeling heart. 
Soon as flie fpoke, I left a fudden flame : 
Quick fighs arofe, 1 \ncw not whence they 

came; 
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I try'd to gO'j but ere I could remove, ' ^ 
I' thought my foul woiildmdt away in love/ 
Still, in a raptVous trance, I fix jnine eyfeS 
On the dear maid, ^till from the plain (he Hies- 
Since then, the filent grove, or mofly fpling. 
Or funny hill no joy to me cdi^fld bring : 
I fat upon a rook each livelong day, ' ' • 
To gaze if Sylvia chanc'd to pafs that way. 
And if fhe came, I felt new rajpture ftiU, 
But durfl: not {peak ; for flie might take it ill. 
Yet many ways to tell my flame, I try'd. 
Which lovers ufe, but haughty fwains deride. 
Befide our well a fpreading beach did grow; 
The chirping fparrows perch'd from bough to 

bough : 
I fat beneath it, mufing on my flame. 
And on the bark I carv'd my Sylvia's name : 
So dear the charming name appeared tome, 
I fcarce could bear the wind to touch the tree: 
When Lo ! fad omen of my fatal wound; 
A falling Alder crufli'd it to the ground. 
The fineft lamb of all my fleecy breed 
A prefent for my fairefl; I decreed ; How 
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How Irejoic'd to fee himikip amain 
Down to the ftream, and up the bank again: 
That very morn (it was the firft of May) 
I thoi^t to bear him for my loye away, 
Dametas' mongrel, couriing thro' the mead. 
Among the bloody thickets left him dead. 
To Mycon ftrait thefe omens I impart, 
Mycon fofam'd for feats of magic art: 
The fage reply 'd; " to flatter is in vain. 
That mongrel's mafter will beguile the fwain<" 
Twas then, indeed, my fad defpair began. 
For who could contradid the cunning man! 
One day foon after as we croft the hill, 
PoorDaphnis cry'd — what makes thee lookfo 

ill. 
Oma droll ftory bring thee no relief? 
I iigh'd, and told the caufe of all my grief. 
'* Strephcm, you fhould not heed old fables fo, 
I'm furc the maid would liften to thy woe: 
Laft week (he bade me fing thy hunting f(»]g, 
Then cried « how fweet it flow'd from Stre- 

phon's tongue." To 
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To hear her thus an abfent fwain approve* 
I think it is no little fign of love. 
It dianc'd, that morning in my hand I took 
Palemon's valu'd gift, a plumb-tree crook; 
Three laurel fprays the poUfh'd hook divide. 
Nor had I ought I lik'd fo well befide ; 
But yet I gave it for the charming tale : 
So much, with love, can flattering hope avail! 
Then (for I thought I fhoidd be bleft indeed) 
I ran to meet my love, with raptur'd fpeed— • 
•*Tell me, ye fhepherds, where does Sylvia 

dwell! 
Follow that footpath, by the fliady well, 
Youl fee the nymphs and fwains a dancing gay 
Along the green ; tis Sylvia's wedding day." 
At the fad news, I thought my heart would 

break. 
And, for my hfe, one word I could not fpeak; 
But crolling flow to Vaga's Ihadyfide 
From all the world I fought my grief to hide. 
But fince a witnefs of my fate you came, 
I charge you clear that lovely nymph from 

blame. Be 
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Be this theUflw; %i. office of my friend - ; ^ 
And where youscan my defperate death dfi-r 

,' >,fend^ ^ . . 

Thpilhide jjie deep^ beneath this dreary wocxi> 
WJierc rayen^ : Cifbak and ominous fcreech* 

ovi'k bjrO'Qd. *. 
Now peacefidr in the ground my bones will 
..ii> ■•. :Eeit> :•--•• •'•,-.- 
(lfcoves:ad»n^ pedns fof gotten in ^ly breafl) 
If yjM ^Vill tieU:the fair poor, Strephon s^moaij, 
K fh^'dwillipity nie when I am gone. • • 

This^ faid, he ceas'd and dropt his languid 
;r^.:i- fcead^ :; 

The (heph^rd, raised him, but his life was fled. 
WJhen^ morning cafne, he told the fwains 

around, 
Witlj-.'Cyprefs wreaths his tided brows they 

bound? ; . f.^ ,r-: 

Hisafonely to^if^b, ViiXh^ P^nfiy^ l;^arts they 
^- ma4e> . ; -.r,, \. >]:^^r\^.; ■: ■ 

AiwJ* Mdr hiiBf loW'ib^neath the forpll (hade* . 

The 
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The lovely nymph, informed of his defpair, 
Moum'd o'er his corpfe, and dropt a tender 

tear; 
A fwcetbrier too fhe planted o'er his tomb, 
"Where, every fpring, the nymphs and ihep- 

herds come 
To crop a fpray, and mourn the lucklefs 

fwain: 
Hard is the fate of him who loves in vain. 



THIRSIS. 



>r>^ 



T H I R S 1 S, 

Damon. Thirsis. 



JlT A! who is this that comes in woeful plight ! 
(Keeper, bide ftill!) if I may truft my fight. 
In this difguife I fee an ancient friend. 
Good Heav'ns ! 'tis he himfelf— I've rightly 

ken'd. 
Welcome, goodThirfis, to the peaceful ftiade ! 
While Eafternblafts the witheringplairi invade. 
This oak, wide-fpreading, keeps the cold away 
And gives a profpeft of the fetting day. 

Thirsis. 
The fields, dear fwain, are happy while 
you fing 
The praife of Doris, or the charms of fpring : 

Wars 
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Wars thundVing clamours roufe the land in 

vain, 
While Damon tunes, at eafe, his rural ftrain. 
You almoft tempt the fheep the grafs to leave : 
Ah do not thus our baffled ears deceive ! 
Throw by thy reed : 'tis moft unkind to blow 
When every Britifh bread is big with woe.^ 

Damon. 

How could the reed offend my Thirfis'ear, 
Sacred to Doris and the blooming year? 

Thirsis. 

While thro' the air thy pleafing mufic flies. 
The profpeft feems to brighten in our eyes. 
The fimple yearlings gaily fkip and run 
As 'twere the radiance of the vernal fun : 
But fee — the withering leaves amain defcend! 
Oftober fprings in dreary winters end. 



T 2 Damon. 



( HO ) 

Damon. 
O Thirfis, I enjoy the gathering cold. 
Strong are my flocks qnd wejl fupply'd my 

fold. 
The charming Doris liftens while I fing ; 
And while flie liftens winter charms like fpring. 
Her comely port with Rofamonda vies. 
Her cheeks are lilies, emeralds are her eyes, 
I praife her form — ^but when Ihe hears my 

ftrain. 
The confcious lilies feel a rofy ft^n. 
Nor could you, Thirfis, think it hard to play 
If all that's beauty melted on your lay : 
All-Hallows morn — how charming will it 

Ihine! 
For on that hopeful morn, njy love is mine. 

Thirsis. 
If love has comfort, may it be for thee, 
Bleft be thy bride, etnd bleft thy progeny, 
O may no forrow difcompofe thy joy ! 
Thefe boifterous times are fijbjeft to annoy. . 

Alas! 
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Alas ! poor Doris! {hould thy faithful fwain 
3c dragg'd.reluftant to the martial plain, 
Jloyif muft thofe pine among thy bleating 

flocks. 
And mourn, in fUencc, to the wopdsandrocks? 

Damon. 

What dire difafter, Thirfis, has befel : 
What doft thou fear, my faithful Shepherd, 
teU? 

Thirsis. 

This reed, now filent, once I taught to play. 
Pan lov'd my ftrain and hft'ning nymphs were 

gay: 
Oft in this fruitful valley did I rove 
Where ftill the Shepherds fliew you Thirfis' 

grove ; 
I left my teeming flocks to Strephon's care. 
And fought, far hence, the banks of Dela- 
ware. 

Mv 
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My lambs I tended on the happy plain. 

And faid " my peace for ever (hall remain.*' 

But fortune envied ; from the angry Ikies 

Difcord defcends and rolls her baleful eyes > 

l^rait, all the country feels a common woe. 

Commerce expires and tides unfruitful flow. 

The bleating flocks, the browner fliades divine. 

The hills, delightful in the morning fliine. 

Our valley too, the pride of happy fwains. 

Calm peace forfakes and war infcfts the plains* 

While in the grove the fwain reclines to ling 

Stem death invades him on a fiery wing : 

A boiflerous ruftic comes and bears away 

My pamper'd lambs, exulting in his prey. 

''Shepherd," he cries, and lifts his bloody hand 

^ Die as a flave, or as a foldier ftand." 

My flocks and all my little wealth I gave — - 

^ One loyal fliepherd, haughty viclor, fave.^ 

What could I do? none loves his country"^ 

more I 

But Gage was far away on Bofl:on flipre — j 

And nature's tender ties diftrefl me fore, J 

Poor. 
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Poor Sylvia clafpt me round — ^a faithful dame. 
And little. Thiriis lifpt his father's name — 
Now my dear boy's the fpoil of impious war. 
And my wide paftures barbarous ftrangers 

fhare. 
I too — I wonder how I was not flain 
Before I reach'd my native fpot again. 
Had but our minds a little ferious been, 
Thefe fad difafters had not come unfeen : 
Th' autumnal fun but twice (I think) returned. 
Since all the fkies with angry flafties bum'd ; ' 
Whepce Moore, the prudent fage who kens 

afar. 
In learned terms denounc'd a civil war. 

Damon. 

Ah doleful tidings, Thirfis, you relate. 

How fierce infurgents overturn the ftate ! 

Some guardian angel fure, for us, will rife. 

Out gracious King depends upon the (kies. 

Be not difmay'd; that butting ram is thine. 

And twioe ten ewes that follow in a line. 

On 
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On yonder crag, above the brook, they roam> 
And view the whiftling plowman trudging 

home. 
With twins they flock the pafture every 

fpring, 
And for the fhearer heavy fleeces bring. 
My friend with me for ever fliall abide. 
And at one table we will be fupphed. 

Thirsis. 
Sweet as the flocks that round thy tent recline^ 
Sweet as the fummer fruit, or milk of kine. 
Sweet as the meads when April fliow'rs 

defcend 
The befl of fortune's gifts a generous friend ! 
Sooner the fun fliall lofe his genial heat. 
Than grateful Thirfis can thy love forget. 

Damon. 

Now come, good fhepherd, in my cot 

remain, 

Repofe thy forrows and refume thy fl;rain. 

My 
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My flocks away ! the twilight (hades inclofe« 
The hoarfe ford echoes, rapid as it flows. 
Chill deWs defcend, and thro' the chequer'd 

flcy 
The croaking ravens to the foreft fly. 



U DAMOK. 



DAMON. 



A, 



.MONG thefe oaks, O Daphnis, take the 
reed, 
While evning falls; the flocks let Egon feed: 
Or fingonyonder mount (with daifies crown'd) 
While circling Dryads liften to the found. 
'Tis fweet to view (reclining in the fhade) 
The fields, the rocks and winding ftreams 

difplay 'd ; 
'Tis fweeter ftill when Daphnis comes along. 
And warbles thro' the trees his echoing fong, 

Daphnis. 
This Httle reed I form'd the other day — 
As yet, the flops are harfh, it will not play. 
. ,. . Strephon. 
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Strep«dn. 
, O crafty fwain, I am not baffled fo: 
See IVe a flute and ken the way to blow. 
No fcrannel pipe to fpoil a plowman's lay j 
But polifh'd box-tree with a filver key. 
Beneath thofe fhady elms, I lay along 
On Vaga's rocks, while Ikilftil Damon fung: 
From bank to bank the wafted echo flew. 
Now foft, now loud, as playftil zephyrs blew. 
And on the ft:ream, far diftant, dy'd away: 
Ah long fliall I regret the happy day! 
For Pamon joins no more the tuneftil fwains, 
Nor tends his flocks, the glory of the plains; 
My flute and crook Td willingly beftow 
On him who fung his praife and footh'd my 
woe. 

Daphnis. 

Nay, fwain, without thy rich reward. 111 (ing 

Thefe lays, I noted by the murm'ring fprmg, 

Ere I had well begun my doleful fl:rain. 

My lambs, unguarded, wander'd oe'r the plain : 

There 
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There forrowing ftill I fat, and let them ftray — 
But thou, may hap, wilt fcorn my homely lay. 

Sicilian Mufes, in the foreft fhade, 
A lucklefs fwain invokes your facred aid : 
You left Arcadia and the Aonian well. 
Poor Bion's fate and Daphnis' dole to tell : 
To Damon ftill the friendly tafk is due, 
Damon, wholov'd your bard and courted you : 
Ye too fair guardians of the grove and fpring. 
Your myrtles brown and gadding ivy bring : 
No menial mourner, proftitute of praife. 
Or carelefs frienddemandsyour facred fprays; 
For ye can witnefs bear that ye have feen 
How morn and late we faunter'd o'er the 

green ; 
Ye too have heard the numbers we did ling 
In woodbine bow'rs, where Damon ftill would 

bring 
Some converfe fweet that knew not how to 

part. 
And looks that fpoke the feelings of his heart. 

Like 
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Like two young branches from one root we 

came. 
One was our pleafure and our pain the fame ; 
A barbarous ruftic cropt the better fpray. 
The otjier drops its head and dies away. 

The rofe and violet (tho' they perifti foon) 
And early lilies, born to die at noon — 
Thefe, when the fpring returns, again appear. 
Spread their bright hues and live another year. 
But Damon, ah! he's funk into the ground. 
His bloom is gone and can no more be found. 

Beneath what gloomy afpeft was I bom. 
To leave my kind, my deareft friend forlorn? 
Cannot I throw me on his funeral bed. 
Catch his laft breath and raife his fainting head! 
Cannot this tongue pronounce the long fare- 
well. 
And this poor heart with flifling forrow fwell! 
Cannot thefe arms his freezing corpfe embrace- 
Thefe ftreaming tears his hollow'd funeral 
grace! Ah 
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Ah nOi he's dead! the faithful fwain is laid 
In his cold grave, beneath the yew tree fhade, 

Sf rech'd at his eafe me thinks I fee him ftiU, 
Beneath yon hc^ly, on the fcarry hill. 
Or by that lake, where oft he us*d to ftray 
Andmufe, from bowV to bowr, hiseafy lay. 
No glancing dream amidft my flumber flies. 
But my dear Damon's lovely form will rife. 
And when I wake I run to meet the fwain 
Till fad remembrance tells me — tis in vain. 

Stem pow'r of grief! thy hollow temples 

crown 
With fullen yew, and teach the rocks my 

moan: 

In wild diforder fold thy fable pall. 

And let thy ragged locks dilhevelfd fall. 

Let thy fixt eyes with fullen anguilh glare. 

And thy torn bofom pant with deep defpair 

Let mirth, in every plain, and mufic die. 

Let notes of woe thro' every foreft fly ! 

Tis 
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/Tis done! the rocks with hollow peals 

refound, 
A gloomy terror fhades the vales around. 
Among the trees the whithering bloffoms fade. 
And wintry ftorms the chearful fpring invade. 
The penfive thrufli fits mute ; the lark on high 
Forgets her note and tumbles irom the fky. 
While thus I fing, the ev'ning fhades extend. 
And chilling dews from all the fky defcend ; 
No more I hear the thrufh, or woodlarkfhrill. 
But a fad filence covers all the hill. 

Strephon. 
Sweeter to me the mournful notes you fing, 
Than to the panting hind the bubling fpring: 
Not the foft gales that o'er the meadows play. 
Nor op'ning rofes breath more fweet than they. 
Take then the flute and crook your rightful 

due> 
For after Damon none can fing like you. 



In 



In the Manner of B I O N. 



Y< 



OUNG as I wander'd in my native fhades^ 
Ere my twelfth fpring had deck'd the leafy 

glades. 
The fportive throng was odious in my fight, 
A parent's death had robb'd them of delight: 
Penfive I ftray'd befide the purling rill. 
Or climb'd, with lonely pace, the fteepy hill. 
Or where the trees, with lofty boughs difplay'd, 
Enclos'd a founding, melancholy fhade : 
Here firfl the Mufes marked my vacant hours. 
And led me, willing, to their rofy bow'rs. 
On breathing flowrets they repofe my care. 
And round my couch a woodbine grove they 

rear: 
Clofe by my fide a gurgling fountain fprings. 
And o'er my head th' aerial concert fings: 

Still 
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Still I remember well the happy day. 
And love to wander where the Mufes ftray. 
'Twas then my Clio gave this jointed reed. 
And bade me tune it while my lambkins feed; 
A lyre fhe promis'd to extol the name. 
Of mighty George, and found his regal fame : 
But I content me with a fliepherd s praife. 
To feed my lambs and tune my fylvan lays. 



W ALEXIS. 



ALEXIS. 

Thirsis. Amyntas. May, 1774. 



'OME to the fields, Amyntas, come away; 
The lark begins to chaunt the rifing day ; 
And fee, the fkippinglambs and wakeful fwains 
Withpaftime fill the woodland and the plains. 
Now lengthening morn reftores the charming 

fpring. 
Now bloom the trees, and now the Cuckows 

fing: 
While thro' the vales cool zephyr winds along, 
ni try my pipe and warble thou the fong : 
The waving woods fliall hear our numerous 

lays. 
And fame fhall doubt whofe brows to deck 

with bays. 

W 2 Begin, 
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Begin, if aught of Delia ftrikes thy mind. 

If Sylvia's cruel or Amancia kind. 

Why droops the bard ! from chirping birds 

around 
And purling rivlets fongs and murmurs found, 

AMYNTAS, 

. O Thirlis, Thirfis, tune no more the reed. 
What boots it thus pur IJraggling lambs to 

feed? 
Alexis, Wallia knew no lovlier fwain. 
Has left our hamlets for the martial plain 
Perhaps to come no more : he took my fong 
Alas poor youth ! he took my reed along. 
Ah, what he faid, when forc'd to leave his 

flocks 
Without a fhepherd, on Carneddau's rocks! 

Thirsis; 

Not balmy cowflips, to th' induftrious bee 
So dear, as poor Alexis' name to me : 

. Not 
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Not ftiade in fummer to the toiling hind. 
Nor, to thebrowzing goat, the willow rind; 
Repeat his tale, and at Alexis' name. 
The hills will glow, the valleys catch the flame, 

Amyntas. 
Thro' breaking crimfon, now, the fetting 
ray 
Juft glanc'd, and mark'd with fmiles departing 

day. 
When by that cryftal fountains mofly fide 
Alexis fung and all the woods reply 'd. 
*' And mufl: Britannia's valiant heroes bleed ! 
Yes civil difcord, thou haft done the deed. 
The Queen of nations who could well deride 
With native force, a threatning world befide. 
Who conquer d empires on th' Atlantic fhore. 
Now ftains her honour, in her children's gore. 
Imperial Britain! royal feat of fame ! 
Learning and valour glory 'd in thy name : 
When heaven-born Liberty's aufpicious light 
Firft, on thy plains, difpcl'd the gloomy night, 

With 
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With thee was heard the daring trumpet's 

found. 
Amazement feiz'd the trembling realms 

around. 
Thy warlike frown, no haughty foe could 

meet. 
And Monarchs laid their honours at thy feet. 
Then glory mounted on thy facred throne. 
And Albion cry'd — '* This pomp is all my 

own, 

'^' My own the treafures of the flaming mine, 

** The yellow harvefl, and the cluftring vine, 

*' The blooming valley, the afpiring mount, 

''• The flow'ry garden and the wholefome 
fount, 

" The plumy flight, the flocks bedeck'd with 

down; 

*' Nature confpires to decorate my crown. 

The Aonian Mufes too, my fons, infpire 

To ftrike, by every ftream, the founding ly re: 

When fear d by Scythians from their facred 
well 

They fled to me, with me they chofe to dwelh 
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Where is that Britain, thro' the world rcver'dj 
By many crowns belov'd, by many fear'd! 
All rent in parties, deftitute, forlorn, ^ 
The hope of treacherous foes and Europe's 

fcorn. 
While huge Armadas yet prepare to rife 
Their hoftile afpeft to the concave fkies ; 
While haughty Kings defpife their narrow 

land. 
Brooding dominion on Britannia's ftrand. 
Hold the dire fliaft, impatient for its flighty 
Left England's glory fall by Englifh might j 
Left haughty Spain and faithlefs France fliould 

fee. 
And blefs the day that feal'd the dark decree. 

When our proud foes, in future times, fhall 
fay — 
'* Remember England held a glorious fway. 
Of civil difcord^ then, let France take heed. 
Of civil difcord which made England bleed! 
Should any fon of Britain ftill remain, 
A menial captive in the victor's train; Ah 
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Ah me ! how would it wound his generous ear. 
Call the deep figh, and force the gufhing tear! 

Ye herds, repos'd along the flow'ry lawn. 
Ye careful fhepherds, wakeful with the dawn. 
Ye fporting hinds, that by the river ftray 
And look with pleafure on the fetti ng day. 
Attend ! thefe doleful numbers foon will be 
As pleafant ftrains, or notes of melody. 
When heroes roll along the crimfon plain. 
And England's glory fhall be fought in vain ; 
What tragic tales of Crom well's time relate. 
The fport of villains, but the nations fate. 
Will whifper foftly as on ev'ning air. 
While rattling thunders grate the trembling 

ear. 
Ah were I call'd to meet my country's foe. 
This valiant arm fhould ftrike a willing blowj 
But (hateful thought!) to fhed a brother's 

blood. 
Be witnefs Heav'n! Fm ur'gd to crofs the 

flood. Yet 
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Yet Albion's caufe demands me in the field : 
Some better angel rear a guardian fliield! 
Make bold infurgents lay their fury down. 
And fix, in peace, Britannia's ancient crown* 
Then ceas'd the fwain — the hills were all 

imbrown'd. 
And darknefs hung on every vale around. 

Thirsis. 
Now, Shepherd, haft thou told a pitious 
tale : 
Well might the goatherds mourn on Ython's 

vale. 
The dewy morning lofe her wonted charms. 
And Shepherds tune their reeds to fad alarms; 
Since our beft friends are forc'd fo far to ftray. 
And fuch the caufe that hurries them away. 



JENNY: 



JENNY: 

A PASTORAL 

In the Manner of BION. 



W, 



HEN the foft zephyr walk'd along 
the ftreams, 

/ And blufhing Sol difplay'd his fetting beams. 
' One ev ning mild, 'twas in the prime of May, 
Jenny walk'd forth, and tun'd a happy lay. 
On Honddu's banks,I footh'da penlive mind. 
The willows trembled, and the mufe was kind: 
I try'd a fong and felt unufual fires 
(Fool that I was to f^y — the Mufe infpires !) 
TTwas Love that charm'd me from the Alder 

tree; 
Ah treacherous boy! no Mufe infpir'd but he. 

X 2 Softly 



C 164 ) 

Softly defcending on the zephyr bland. 
On Jenny's fwellingbreaft, he took his ftand. 
Then climbing her fair neck, and lurking there 
Amidft the jetty ringlets of her hair^ 
He aim'd fecure, and fitted to the firing 
An arrow, tempered in the Mufes' fpring. 
Ev'n while I gaze, the filent miflile flies. 
And ftrait the winged viftor cleaves the fkics : 
The blamelefs maid — obferv'd how I was fhot ; 
Away Ihe flew — and dreads the fatal fpot. 
Why fhould I fl:ay? — the fhades I trace"^ 

in vain. 
No Mufe infpires, nor love vouchfafes a 

ftrain, ^ 

For timorous Jenny Ihuns the ambufli'd j 

plain. J 

Now in my walks no limpid fl:reams appear. 
No bow'ry fliades, no verdure looks fo fain 
Tis a vile rock where noify torrents roar; 
A)vay my lambs ! this fpot delights no more. 



The 
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FIRST BOOK 

OF THE 

TEMORA of OSSIAN. 

Tranflatcd into Englifh verfc. 



Indignor quidquam reprehcndi, non quia crafTe 
Compoiitum ilicpidevc putetur^ ffid quia nupcr. IIo r . 



P R E F A C £• 

THE Fingal of OJfian, I have been in- 
formed^ has been rendered into verfe by 
an able hand; it is to be wijhed that he had be* 
Jloxjoed the fame attention upon the Temera 
and the other poems in that ectlleSion, as the 
little knowledge many have of them is^ in fomc 
mecfure, owing to the dijlike Englifh readers 
in general exprefs for meafured profei 

I am aware that this ii not the onlji catife 
of their negleSi. However abfurd the para- 
d,ox may feem^ it has been th^ fate of theft 
poems as well as thofe publi/Hed under the 
name of Rowley, to be rejeiied on account 
of their peculiar Merit. They have been 
judged too excellent for the age to which they 
are afcribed, and for want of the evidence 
of ancient copies, condemned as rkodern for- 
geries. Had their merit been much lefs than it 
is, and their antiqiiity well authenticflted, they 
would have been, long ago, in every body's hands. 

However, 
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However, as the antiquity of OJfuins poems is 

an idea that no one would willingly give up, Hill 

compelled to facrijice it at the Jhrine of truth; 

Imujl acknowledge that I cannot draw the fame 

conclifion from their excellence and regiUarity 

as many more learned men have done^ It has 

' teen obferved that the aElion, the conduSi of the 

fable, ' the chardElers, the manners and the 

diBion in the longer poems are perfeBly agree- 

able to Ari/lotle's laws of Epic Poetry, and 

coTifeqUently, it is alledged, they could not be 

the prodv£lion of one, who certainly knew no- 

, thing of Arijlotle, or of any other critic of 

'Greece or Aome. 

This is, at Jirjl fight, a formidable argument 
'ugainjt them, but it will be much invalidated 
' ijoheriwe confider, that Arijlotle has only givenus 
the leading features of good compofvtion, from 
'the prdBice of great maflers, who are ac- 
hiowledged to have had neither laws nor mo- 
dels^ but what they derived from nature — that 
taerefore, the rules of criticifm can only be 
rf erred! to as tejlimonies how men of good 
jeTife 'arid! great abilities would naturally em- 
^bdlijH a noble fubjeSt. A 
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A cold lifeUfs compofition is often the effeEt 
of too timid and dofe.an obfervance of cri- 
tical maxims: and an intricate^ perplexed plan 
and a grotefque execution have generally been 
found to proceed from the authors attempt 
to imitate the manners of fome favorite wri-^ 
teTy who takes off his attention from his fubjeEl^ 
and leads him out of his way in purfuit of 
defcriptions and embellijhments with which hds 
fkbjeSi has nothing at all to do: and it is 
abnofl perpetually obferved that works of this 
charaMer are the productions of men, better ac- 
/fuainted with books than with aElive life. 

There are^ therefore, but two periods in li- 
terature when natural and fublime compofitions 
can be expected : the firfi is, when criticifm is 
not reduced to a fyfiem, and when the author 
having no model of uncontroverted authority 
to fx as a Jlandard, is guided entirely by 
his fubje6l, and by the workings of a bold and 
found imagination. The other is when a general 
tajie is fo far formed as that he knows what 
tp chufe and what to rejeB amongjl the foreign 
embeUifhnents that books offer to him. Homer 
traced the footfleps of nature unfkackled by the 

Y fetters 
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fetters of Criticifm, and Virgil ^ perfeElly un-^ 
derfood how to ufc them. 

To which of thefe periods the poems of Ojjian 
belong, I will not take upon me to determine^ 
neither am I greatly inter ejled in the quejlian; 
I fiall only fay^ that from internal evidence 
they feem to me to have more of the charaEter 
of the firjl : But to whatever period we mujl 
affign them, they prefent us with a lively and 
authentic piElure of fociety in the age they 
defcribe, and if they are not the compofition 
of a princely bard and diftinguifhed hero in 
the wars of Erin, we viufl confider them as 
an effcEl of the mofh accurate refearches^ into 
the old Caledonian hifory and manners, em- 
bellifhed with an elegant, fublime, yet chajle 
imagination^ and upon the whole^ as a very 
happy effort of fuperior genius. 

I am fo far from imagining, with u very 
refpcEtable author, that '^ there are many men, 
" many women, and many children who could 
•' compofe fuch poems, and that the manner of 
^' OJfian is very eafy to be imitated^' that I 

fliould 



Jhould Juppofe it eafier to Jind a hero that 
could conquer like Fingal^ than a bard that 
could fmg like Offian. 

It is certainly eafier to imitate, than to 
Jlrike out a line of Compofition that Jhall he 
at once both excellent and original; and up- 
on that account many have had the confidence 
to • attempt the fiile and manner of the bard 
of Selma. The abrubtnefs of the fentences 
and the bold figures they have ufed v)ould 
perfuade a fuperficial reader of their fuc^ 
cefs, but if we examine them clofely we Jhall 
find it in vain to Ibok for that natural 
pathos, that enchanting fhade of melancholy^ 
and that commanding fublime which do, and 
perhaps ever will difiinguifh the pDems of 
OJfian. 

RefpeEling the following tranjlation I have 
only to obferve, that I have done what I 
could to preferve the fpirit and character of 
the original: I have even retained as much 
of the peculiarity of the di6lion as might be 
thought confiflent with perfpicuity and har- 

Y 2 mony 
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mony of vetfijication, and have not added 
any thing of my oxan excepting the firjt four 
lines which ferve to introduce the fubje^l. 



THE 



The firft B O O K of the 
TEMORA of OSSIAN. 



(i)jL) a U G H T E R of Tofcar frotei fair 

Lutha'sland, 
Bring (2) Selma's harp once more to Offiati^s 

hand: 
T he laft of mighty Fingal's wars I Citig 
For Cormac's race — ^green Atha's injured king. 

Now the blue waves of Erin roll'd in light. 

And morning cover'd every fteepy height : 

Dim, o'er the floping hills, the mantling trees 

Spread their green tops, and tremble in the 

breeze. Grey 

(1) Malvin^ daughter of Tofcar, chief of tutha; She was the 
wife or miftrefs of Ofcar, and after the death of that hero, conti^ 
nued with Ofiian at Selma and attended upon him during his age 
and blindnefs. Many of Olfian's poems are addreifed to her. 

Macpherforu 

(2) The name of Fingal's place in Morvcn, Ac noi:th weft part 
of the Highlands. 
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Grey torrents pour their echoing flreams 

amain 
Where two fteep hills enclofe a narrow plain. 

There Atha's lord the fullen Cairbar flood. 
High on the banks of Lubar's winding flood; 
Silent he ftood and bent upon his fpear. 
His darkred eye confefs'd his inward fear : 
The murder'd Cormac haunts his tortur'd 

foul ; 
The youth's grey form in darknefs feems to 

roll — 
His ghaflly wounds all o'er him gaping wide. 
And the blood pouring from his airy fide. 

Thrice Cairbar flung his fpear upon the 
ground: 
Short are his fteps: He often turns, and round 
With geflures wild, his fine wy arm he throws 
His glaring eyes declare his inward woes. 

Thus 
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Thus the dark cloud rides o'er the defartwafte. 
Varying its form to every fcowling blaft; 
The vales around with fuUen horror low'r, . 
And feem to dread, by turns, the whelming 
fhow'r. 

The king, at length, refumes his mighty 
foul; 
He lifts the pointed fpear, and dares to roll 
His threat 'ning eyes o'er dark Moilena's plain. 
Where lo ! his watchful fpies return amain; 
They fpurn the barren heath, outftrip the 

wind. 
And crouch for fear, and often look behind. 

Then Cairbar knew the mighty were at 

hand : 

He call'd his valiant chiefs — a gloomy band! 

With founding fteps the haughty warriors 

came. 

At once, with dreadful hght, their faul- 

chions gleam. 

There 
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There Morlath bol<i, with haughty vengeance, 

frown'd. 
Great in the war; aijd ftreaming wide around, 
HidaHa's locks figh on the fcowling wind: 
The red-hair'd Cormar, on the fpear inclin'd. 
Rolls o'er the plain his fidelongrlooking eyes. 
And in his foul, the coming hoft defies ; 
Beneath his fhaggy brows, wild jMalthos 

lowr s 
As a dark cloud that threatens dreadful 

ftiowr's : 
There Foldath like a tow ring rock, arofe, 
Whofe huge rough fides are beat with fpijniy 

ooze : 
Like high Slimora's pine, the growth of years, 
That braves the florm, his mighty lance he 

rears. 
On his wide fhield the ftrokes of war he 

(hows, 
^nd his red eye looks down upon the foes. 

Thefe 



Thefe and a thoufand more, of equ^ 
might, 

I 

Surrounded Erin's chief andburn'dfor fight. 
When to the plain the trembhng couriercame. 
The fwift Morannal from Moilena's ftreani; 
His eyes juft ftarting from his face appear. 
While panting thus he fpoke the words of fear. 

Do Erin's chiefs, unmov'd with terror ftand^ 
Like a ftill grove, when Fingal is at hand ? 
Dreadful in war, the blade of Fingal gleams, 
Fingal, the king of Morven's hundred llreams^ 

And haft thou feen his bands (the king 

replies. 
While deep, within his tortur'd foul, he fighs) 
How many are-the heroes of his might? 
Comes he in peace ; or muft we meet the 

fight? 



Think 
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Think not of peace, (3) he hfts the forvvarct 
lance; 
As the blue meteor is its deadly glance: 
Its fteely point the blood of thoufandsftains. 
No peace he brings, O chief of Erin's plains. 
Firft, to the fhore, with manly port he fprung. 
His thick, grey locks before the breezes fung; 
Full rofe his finewy limbs, as on the coafl 
Matchlefs he ftrode, before his gloomy hoft ; 
(4) The blade of Luno in his belt was bound. 
That fatal blade that gives no fecond wound > 
His fhield is dreadful as the bloody form 
Of the wide moon, afcending thro' the ftorm* 

With 

(3) Morann*! here alludes to the particular appearance of Fin- 
gal's fpear, If a man, upon his firft landing in a ftrange country, 
kept the point of his fpear forward, it denoted in thofe days that 
he came in a hoftile manner, and accordingly he was. treated as an 
enemy ; if he kept the point behind him, it was a token of friend- 
Ihip, and he was immediately invited to the feaft^ according to the 
hofpitality of the times. Macphtrjm. 

(4) This was the famous fword of Fingal, made by Luno, 
a Smith of Lochlin ; it is faidof this fword, that it killtfd a marl 
at cveiy ftroke, and that Fingal never ufed it, but in times of the 
greateft danger. ^ Macphcrfin. 
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With him, great Morni's hero comes along. 
The firft of men; and Oflian king of fong. 
Here Dermid fpreads his dark-brown locks j 

and there 
Connal fprings forward, on his beamy fpear. 
Young Fillan bends his bow— from Moruth's 

ftreams 
The hunter comes — But who is he that gleams 
Bright in his polifti'd fteel, and dreadful 

low'rs? 
As the fierce ftream that from the mountain 

pours. 
He ftrides before : The chief from Oflian-^ 

fprung. 
On his huge back his locks bright ftreaming 

hung, j" 

His keen fpear glitter'd as he mov'd along, j 
Loofe in his belt he wore the threat'ning blade. 
And his dark brows, thro' fteel are half 

difplay^! 
Such Ofcar is i and from his dreadful eyes, 
O king of Erin, now Morannal flies. 

Z 2 « Fly 
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" ^ly fhen, from danger fly— thbu feeble 
^; • manr 
The gloomy Foldath, in his wrath, begati : 
^' Where grey Mqilena's ftreams, in fecret, 

roll, 
Ttierfe fhiiri the war, and fave thy little foul. 
And has not Foldath feen this man of might ? 
Yes, I beheld hinj raging in the fight. 
Mighty in danger Ofcar does appear. 
But here are other chiefs that lift the fpear. 
kltig df Ydmora, valiant though he be, 
Erin has many fons as brave as he. 
Let Foldath meet him— glorious of his force, 
111 flop this flream, though mighty, in itsi 

courfe. 
This fpear has drunk the blood of many a field. 
And flrohg as Tura's wall is Foldath's fhield. 

Shall Foldath flop alone to meet the Foe ? 
(Replies great Malthos of the ^ooniy brow) 
And are not Morven's chief^—a mighty hofl. 
Like many gathered flreams, on Erin's coafl ? 

Beneath 
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Beneath their fpears the pride of Lochlin bled. 
When vanquifh'd Erin, from the battle, fled; 
Shall Foldath then, that mighty heart of pride. 
In equal arms, their bravefl prince abide? 
Great warrior, take thy people's ftrengthalong. 
Let Malthoscome, forSelma'sfonsareftrong: 
My fword-yet ftain'd-was ufefulin the fight; 
But who has heard me boaft my deeds of 
might ? 

Green Erin's fons (Hidalla mild rejoins) 
Let not your words be heard in Fingal's lines ; 
The foes would triumph in your vain conteft. 
And Erin s broils would fortify their breaft : 
Suffice it then, ye tempefts of the field. 
Your fouls are brave — ye know not how tq 

yield ; 
Featiefs^ ye dare the clifty rocks engage. 
And overturn the forefts in your rage; 
But in our ftrength, coUefted, let us move. 
As the dark cloud o'er fair Temora's grove : 

Thei^ 
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Then Fingal's mighty hoft will, trembling, 

ftand, 
Thefpear fhall drop from many a valiant hand: 
'' We fee the cloud of death/' their hoft will, 

cry. 
While o'er their face, the dreadful fhadows fly; 
Then Fingal in his age fhall mourn, and find 
His fame departed in the inconftant wind; 
His aged eyes Ihall weep his children flain 
By Lubar's bank, on dark Moilena's plain : 
No more, on Morven, fliall his princes rove ; 
The mofs of years fhall grow in Selma's grove. 

Fierce Cairbarheard their words, and filent 
ftood 
Like the ftill horror of a fhow'ry cloud : 
Gloomy it hangs on Cromla's top, and wide 
Till the red lightening burfts its dreadful fide; 
The fpirits of the ftorm (while heaven's bright ' 

beam 
Darts thro' the vale) enjoy the difmal gleam : 

Thus 
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Thus ftood Temora's king, who filence brdkd 
At length, and thus with treacherous accent 
fpoke, 

On grey Moilena, let the feafl: be crown'd. 
And let my hundred bards attend around; 
Thou red-hair'd OUa, chief of all thy band, 
Arife, and take the royal harp in hand 2 
To Ofcar, chief of fwords, direft thy way. 
Bid him partake of Cairbar's feaft to day 2 
To day, we move the fhell, the fong we hear. 
To morrow, meet in arms and break the fpear. 
Tell him that Erin's king took care to place 
(5) Young Cathol's tomb, the chief of Moran's 

race. 
That in the fong my bards have rais'd his name 
And tell him, Cairbar heard of Ofcar's fame. 

When 



(5) Cathpl, the fon of Moran, was murdered by Cairbar, for 
his attachment to the* family of Cormae. He had attended Afcar 
W the zvar of IniS'thona^ where they contrafted a great friendfhip 
for one another. Macphcrfm. 
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When Ocean's mighty fons he did confound^ 
Where Carun's^;orrents o'er the rocksrefound* 
Then let him come nor hidden treachery fear— 
My brother valiant Cathmor is not here; 
He with his thoufands^ yet^ is diftant far. 
Few are our troops, and weak our arm in war: 
Great Cathmor hates contention at the feaft, 
Immortal honour burns in Cathmor s breaft; 
Now then, now Cairbar muft with Ofcar fight. 
Chiefs of Temora's groves, green Erin's might! 
Too much for Moran's fon with threat 'ning 

ire 
He fpoke, and Cairbar's foul is ftill on firq. 
Ofcar muft fall by founding Lubar's flood. 
And thus my dreadful fame fhall rife in blood . 

He fpoke: and gladnefs brighten'd every 

face, 

,His thronging heroes fiU'd the circling Ipace, 

On Lubar's bank the feaftof fliellswascrown'd. 

The fong of many a bard was echo'd round, 

The 
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The voice of joy was heard by Selma's hoft— 
We thought great Cathmor come — ^his people 

boaft — 
Cathmor the hofpitable and the good. 
Brother of red hair'd Cairbar, man of blood. 
The light of Heav'n was clear in Cathmor's 

foul, 
Nor in his thoughts did clouds of treafon roll; 
Sev'n paths convey 'd the ftranger to his halls. 
Where Atha's ftream bent round his tow*ry 

walls: 
Tho' in a wood he fpent his peaceful days. 
To fly vain pomp, and fhun the voice of 

praife ; 
A gentle chief was placed on every way. 
To call the poor and ftranger led aftray. 

Now ruddy Olla came, and rofe the fong, 
To Cairbar's feaft brave Ofcar went along : 
Three hundrai warriors in bright armour 

gleam. 
At once, they ftride o'er vaft Moilena'sftream: 

A a Their 



( iS6 ) 

Their brinded dogs high bounding marclt 

before 
Through the brown heath — their howling filfe 

the (here. 

' When Fingail, king of men, beheld the chief 
Bend o'er the plain, his foul was torn with 

grief: . . 

Much did he dread the thoughts of Cairbar's 

breaft,. 
Left impious murder fhould defile the feafl. 

. My dauntlefs Ofcar now was near his foes: 
The fpear of Cormac in his hand arofe. 
When, ftrait, a hundred baids around him 

throng 
To ftrike the harp, and raife the feftive fong ; 
Fordairbar hid wi thfmiies the purpos'd death ; 
Darfi was bis foul, and murder lurk'd beneath.. ' 

Now on the plain the feaft is jTpreadi 

;, ,;aroy^^:,::V7-i;o:.::iji ,.:.; ,".r»-:--^*- 

The: .hoft is bright vfifh joy — the ftiells 

refound: Short 
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Short was their joy, as, when the kingof hght 
Flames in the fkies and makes the valleys 

bright. 
The gsithering cloud his golden beam deforms. 
And blots the face of day with dreary^orms. 

Red Cairbar in his gleaming arms arofe. 
While darknefs gather'donhis dreadful brows : 
The founding harp of every tuneful bard 
Sudden flops fhort — (6) the clang of Ihields 

is heard! . . - r : 

Far on the heath, with fuUen notes, and flow. 
The vocal OUa rais'd the fong of woe; 
Then kr^w my fon the deeds of death were 

near, 
Dauntlefs he rofe in arms, and feiz'd his beamy 

fpear. 

• Aa 2 O 

(6) When a chief was determined to kill a perfon already in 
his power, if was ufual to fignify, that his death was intended, by 
the found of a ftiield ftruck with the blunt end of a fpear ; at the 
fame time that a bard at a diftancc raifed the death fong. 

Macphtrfon, 
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O youthful chief! thou fon of Morvcn's 
groves ! 
(Fierce Cairbar cries, as deadly forthhemoves) 
Why glittering in thy hand do I behold 
Temora's fpear, the boaft of kings of old? 
The death of many heroes — Erin's fpear, 
A hundred Kings in bloody war did rear; 
To royal Cairbar now it does belong: 
Refign it, fon of Offian, king of fong. 

Shall Ofcar, then, thefpear of Cormac yield. 
To gloomy Cairbar, tyrant of the field ? 
The fairhair*d Cormac gave it to my hand, 
(Much injur'd king of Erin's faithlefs band !) 
When Ofcar fail'd with Selma's valiant hoft. 
And fcatter'd Lochlin's pride on Atha's coaft. 
Rolling in death the fons of battle bled, 
AndSwaran, dreadful king, from Fingal fled; 
To Cormac's hall of fhells, a welcome guefl, 
I came, the youth received me to his feaft. 

Bright 
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Bright was his face with joy — he gave this 

beam, 
The pride of kings, a pledge of high efteem: 
Nor to the weak did he the gift impart. 
My arm is ftrong, dauntlefs is my heart! 
Why then does Cairbar bend his threatening 

brow ! 
In that dark face I fee no cloud of woe* 
In vain, the tray tors eyes of fury glare 
With flames of death ; for Ofcar cannot fear! 
Can Ofcar tremble at thy clanging fliicld. 
Or OUas fong far diftant on the field? 
Go frighten, with thy looks, the feeble bands; 
As Cromla's rock the foul of Ofcar flands. 

Wilt thou not yield the fpear (the king 

replies. 

While gloomy pride grows in his haggardeyes) 

So great thy words, fo mighty doft thou Hand, 

When Fingal, arm of terror, is at hand? 
Though Morven s hundred groves his word 

obey. 

His might is paft, his locks of age are grey : 
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^^uch doeshe vaunt his \vars in many a plain; 
But, truft me, Fingal fought with little men. 
Should Cairbar s blade before the chief be feen 
(Oh hadlmet him whenhis ftreogthwas grqen!) 
Like a thin mift on Atha's difty , wafte. 
He'd melt, he'd yaniflb.ia the driving blaft. 

Were be that fought with httle men (replies 
The warlike youth), in Cairbar s way to rife. 
The haughty chief who loves in words t engage 
Would yield green Erln^ to avoid his rage.. 
Speak not of Fingal 'till the chie f be near; 
Here Ofcar fta.nds— on Ofcar bend thy fpear; 
Throw not, in idle words, thy wrath away. 
Our flrength is equal for the mortal fray ; 
But Fingal's deeds in Erin's fields are known. 
Of mortal men, the firftin high renown. 

The people faw their dark'ning chiefs — 

around. 

Deep in their crowding fieps, the rocks 

re found. 

The 
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The living fire rolls big in every eye, - 
And from a thoufand bladesa thoufand glances 

fly. 
Dreadfulandhuge, in dark fufpence they hung 
While ruddy OUa raised the warlike fong : 
Then grew my hero's foul — a mighty fire — 
Proud in the fight, and trembling in his ire. 
Such joy was us'd his manly foul to move. 
When Fingals horn rebellowed through the 

grove. 
Dark, in their arms, and terrible to view. 
Around their chief, the hoft of Cairbar drew. 
As when the rifing ftdrm begins to roar. 
And tofs the fwelling billows on the fhore. 

Ah why Malvina, why that flowing tear! 

My fon yet ftands, and fhakes the dreadful / 

fpear : 

Many a proud warrior did my hero quell. 

His arm reverig'd his death before he fell ! 

Lo ! now they fall before his wafteful blade. 

As groves rufli headlong in the defart fhade. 

When 
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When a Hern ghoft, through midnight dark- 

nefs, flies. 
And rends their vernal tops, and fweeps the 

fkies. 
Here dauntlefs Morleth falls, unmatch'd in. 

fight, 
Morannan dies, and leaves the chearful light ; 
There, trembling in his blood, Conachar lies. 
And Cairbar, from the blade of Ofcar flies : 
Behind a ftone, he hides his daftard foul. 
While, in his breaft, unwonted horrors roll j 
Infecret, there, the murd'rous lance he threw. 
Swift to my Ofcar's fide the weapon flewi 
Prone fell my hero on liis boffy fhield ; 
But ftill his knee fuftains him on the field: 
His fpear yet ghtters in his dreadful hand. 
See gloomy Cairbar drop on Lubar's fand! 
Between his frowning brows, the weapon 

glides. 
And wide, behind, the darkred hair divides: 



Stretch'd 



r% 
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Stretch'd huge, he lay, along tlje dufky tide» 
As a grey rock from Cromla's fliaggy fide 
With dire convulfion torn ; when.Erin {hakes 
His hoary hills, green vales, and winding lakes; 
Mountains and groves come thund'ringto the 

plain. 
And dreadful ruin ilalks from main to maiit. 

But ah ! no more (hall mighty Qfcar rife ! 
Still Weeding on his bofly (hield he lies. 
Diflant and dark the fons of Erin (land. 
While the fpear trembles in his dreadful hand. 
Confus'd, the various fliouts of war arife. 
Like crowded ilreams, or Aorms that rend 

the fkies : 
Around, Moilena's I'ocks return the roar, 
*riil Fingal heard upon the bending fliore. 
Now Selma's fpear he grafps — the beam of 

death; ^ 

And, huge, he ftrides before us on the heaths 
Wars awful horrors gather on his brow ; 
Around he look'd, and fpoke the words of 

woe— Bb " The. 
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** Th<inoife'<if. battle miirinursiti nAiAfe fealra 
Againft a hoft; yonng Ofear lifts the fpearl 
Rife, fons of Morven, join the hei:o's ft\rord- 
inftatit we ttiove, obedient to the wottll 
IPirft Offiairrtifhes o'er thexffefart'hca*, 

r 

Then Fillan fprings, and aims the ihaft of 

tieathi • ' * •* - ^ -^i- ' .-. 

The mat chiefs Fingal flrode in all his might. 
His wide orbVl ftiield emits a dreadful fight : 
The fons of Erin, fee the blaze from far. 
And their fouls tfemble at the diftarit war; 
't'hgy "knkw the' wrath of Selma's king arofc: 
They faw th' applrbacliirig death of Firigal^s foes^ 



Xii 



We, firft, arrive and furioufly engage ; 
Eriil*^6ld chiefs with rage withftood our rage> 
But"Whefh Sieking amv'a withbbiindtefs force, 
lto*frid^ri^fms,.an^dfouhdih^^^ his courfe; 
Confufion crept thro' all the hoftileband: 

t ' ' •»!»». ■ ■ ^ 

WKat arm 6t war, wKkt liieart of fteel cDuld 

li) •! !■.•/■ j?[i ^A^.* : ■•-.. ,s^ Ar.r. .. .' ..* 
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A\\r Erin fli^ o'er^i^'Mditen^V Hesfth^ ;^ *? ; 

And as they- fly, Iheir pstth is ftriiw'd with 

' death. -. . . . : Z 

Now to the bank of Lubar'sftrqan^ we drew: 
There leaning on his boffy jPiields we view, . 
The fallen chief. His blood is gufhing round. 
And Cairbar's, fpear yet rejel^ing \n the wouncL 
A dreary, filencp rou;nd the chief appears ; 
The mighty turn thein backs to hide their tears^ 
Then o'er my fon, with woe, the king inchn'd ^ 
His grey beard whiftled jn the fighjingj wind ; 
In vain to hide bis riling grief , he J:ries, 
His tears gufh forth, his words ?^r§ wj^d with 

And art thou falFn/Cy lovely beam GrFlight-! 

O Ofcar, Ofcar, arm of Fingal's might ! 

The heart of Selnia's chief, the King of years. 

Beats o'er thy wpun4s, arid fipgal spelts in 
tears. 

Thy coming wars, thy diftant deeds I fee; 

Thy future fame — but ah ! no fariie for thee! 
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Here doft thoti ftop, ere half thy courfe is pafi; 
And thy firft day of glory is thy laft. 
But when fhall joy return to Selma,'s halls ?^ 
When, grief depart from Morven's tow'ry 

walls ? 
Who now remains my weary age to grace ! — 
Fingal is left the laft of all his race. 
Already, half forgot, my fame appears ; 
No friend to chear me, in the vale of years. 
The aged as a cloud (hall fit alone. 
In Selma's halls — ^no friend to hear his moan— i' 
No fon in founding arms, returned from fight. 
Shall blefs mine ear, when years have dimmed 

my fight ! 
Heroes of Morven, pour the gufliing tears 
No more ftiall Ofcar rife, the cmef of fpears. 

And much they wept, O prince of Selma's 

grove. 
For, valiant Ofcar, much, their foul did love. 
When forth he march'd amidft the field of 

blood. 
The mighty vanifh'd as a morning cloud : 
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In peace, when he return'd, with honour 

crown'd. 
Bright was their joy, and gladnefs beam'd 

around* 

No father mpurn'd his fon, untimely flain; 
No brother mourn'd his brother 6n the plain; 
The vahant f jU ; for them no tears did flow. 
For lovely Ofcar, chief of men, was low*. 
His trufty dogs lay howling at his feet. 
Bran and dark Luath, on the mountain, fleet; 
For oft, with youthful Ofcar, had they chac*d 
The roe, fwift bounding o'er the defart wafte. 

Now Ofcar s heaving breafl began to rife : 
Half-clos'd in death, he lifts his fainting eyesj 
He fees his friends in filence bending round. 
And thus thro' pain his falt'ring accents found- 

The groansof aged chiefs-fair Selma's race; 
My howling dogs — companions of my chace ; 
The drains of grief, that o'er the defart roll. 
In fudden burfts — ^have melted Ofcar's foul : 

My 
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My 'ibiil/ Ifiat never us'd tb ffieltlbefore ' ••- 
Twas like that blade, in dreadftil'i^f I bore! 
Tfioii Dffiari, fainting with a father'^ car«/ - • 
To Morven's hills the corfe of Ofcar bear ; 
There let the turf and moffy flones be fhewn : 
All that is left thee of thy fbn's renown. 
Let the deer's horn be near the hunter laid : 
And place, by Ofcar's fide, his beaming blade. 
The ruffling ftream, that down the mountain 

ftrays. 
May burft the heapy mound, in future days. 
And the, bold hunter fee the clouded flame . 
Of Ofcar's fword, and thus with grief exclaim— 
*' This dreadful blade the hand of Ofcar bore 
The pride of other years, ah now no more !" 

■ Son of my fame! my Ofcar, didft thou fall? 

Shalt thou no more be feen in Selma'stell ? 

When others hear their valiant fons return, 
_ . . ... * 

Thy haplefs fire is left — alone to mourn. 

No more I hear of thee : The mofs of years' 

All grey, on thy neglei^ed tomb, appears : ' 

. The 



The four hiigfi ^fliones, tlifc boundkjg flag fuF. 

l^he lonely blaft round Ofcaf's dwelliiig ffiwy*. 
No more flialt them, the pui^te field, iiiSbttae^ 
Nor, on thy hills, the darkbrown feiijds pur- 

fue:." ' -'*" - ■■ • i : "^ 

The gloomy warrior, on green ErinV fhore, 
IShall dread the fury <if thy arm do HKire; 
But when, from war, the dbief !*eturns, and 

boafts 
The monuments of fame,^ oh' other coafts; 
IVe feen a tomb, with rapture, will he fay. 
Nigh where the rbafihg waves of Lubar ftray— 
The gloomy dwelling of a chief in war,^ 
Whom Ofcar flew — the hero of the can 
If to my aged ear, his words flioiild roll ; 
A beam of joy will rife in Oflian*s foul. 



In grief, had mght defccnded on the jiftain. 

And dawniiig day, with grief, returned again. 

Still had we ftdod by foaftdng Lubar's fide. 

Like rocks, dark, frowning, o'er the defart 

wide, ' Their 
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Their filent tops, all bath'd in chilly dcW'-^ i 
No chief had thought the battle to renew. 
Had not the mighty king, fair Selma's chief 
Rais'd high his voice, and check'dour fulleA 

grief: 
And now the warriors flarting from their 

dreams, - 

Lift up their heads around; their moving 

armour gkams. 

How long on dark Moilena, muft we weep ? 
How long, in tears^ the bank of Lubar deep ? 
No more, the warrior fhall return to fight. 
No more fhall Ofcar rife, in all his might. 
For know the valiant, in their day mufl fall, 
And leave their wonted hills, their feftive halL 
Heroes of Morven ! chiefs of high renown ! 
Where are our ancient fires, in battles known! 
Extinfl: their flames, like ftars of other days : 
We only hear the rumour of their praife* 
In times of old, they poiz'd their glittering 

fpears. 
The terror and renown of better years. 
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Tthus, chief of Morven, wemuft pafsaw^y! 

Thus muft we fall, when we have ftiirfd our' 
day : 

Then let us, while We ean> fecure our fame. 

And in th' eternal fong infcribe our name. 

Thus Heav'n's bright beam, plung'd in the 
weftern bay. 

Through half the (kies, difplays a fainter Fay, 

The penfive wanderer, on the defart wafte. 

Thinks of his abfent flame, and glory paft* 

T^hou tJllin, chief of all the tuneful train, 

TsJee Fingal's bounding fliip^ and cleave the 
main t 

ICo royal Selma bear the fallen chief; 

Let Morven*s comely daughters melt with 
grief: 

Jiut we, for injured Cormac's raCe, iriufl wield 

The fword, and hurl the fpear on Erin's field. 

My years begin to fail; with pain, I feel 

My cumbVous afms, arid fcarce I lift the fteeh 

Low, bending, on their clouds, my fathers call 

TTheirgrey-hair'dfdn, to view the airy hall. 

Cc I come 
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I pme, great Jaeroes !— J^^jt^ beforp I go. 
One parting beam, on Erin's plain, {Jiall glowj 
For Fingal's days muft end, as they begun. 
One ftream of light, as heay'n's eternal, fun^ 
So ftiall the woxad ring bajid& of other days: 
Rtfmme fhefongsAdth Fingal's glorious rays. 

The grey-hair'd:Ullin fpread the milk-white 

; ' foil: : 

Frefti, in the fbuth, arofe the welcome gale : 

Swift, o'er the waves, he bounds to Selnaa s 
coaft. 

While haplefs Offian is in forrow loft : 

Deep, in my throbbing heart, I bid my pain : 

l^pne h^eard the father in his grief complain* 

Darlj^.Cairbar's tomb a hpfl: qJ[ heijpes rear'd^ 
But o'er the treach'rpus g]iiefj jnQ> is)u^ wits 

hear'd: 
\\ritl^ deed;5. of dgatl^, hi§^ fpu}^ Yfa^^fjayer'cJ 

Ttf? I?^r4s r^flaemb^fd 99i3iia$^ w J^is^^^^ . 

, Sullen, 
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Sullen, tlieyBend'rrb'riioiiriiflit fti^tliif 

-'•■ '■''■•.-iraife'r"'"- ■•-"■•■-■•■■' ' • ■ •. 

What could they fay, in bloody Cairbar's 
•pratifel' 



• Now night =diihc! tolling do\^'fitim ^31' tlie 

Ikicfs, ■ 
And^ ff 061 a Irtindred ojUcs, tiieilames arife: 
Beneath a- tree, tlrc mighty Fiirigal fate : 
(7) Old Althan rofe, and told of Cofinac's fate, 

Althart'the Mferi Cormae'sliaKl'^f ' fong, 

■ * * ■ ' i ^ 

Cui^MMlin'S friend, from old CdiUctiir fpriihg; 
He, tvTth his prince, did in^lt'feiftdra dwell,'; 
WhM Semo's' foil by "reedj^ liegS fell : 
Pehfive helo^k'd^-^he'toYd'Stytate of woe,' 
And, as? he fpoke; tfte tbars b^gan to flow"; " 

Tli^ yt\\o^f^hcirAytt^^^^^ tide; 

And ev'ning fhades extended far and* wide ; 

(fj; Althan/ the fon'of Cotiachjiti \trfiife .the cKiW biiJ d^ Afrtfioi 
king of Ireland. After the death of Artho, he attended his fon 
Cormac, and was prefent at his death. He had made his efcapc 
froi^, Cajirteiri by means of Cathmor, and coming to Fingal, rela- 
ted, as here, the death of his mafter Cormac. Macpher/on. 
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The hoary oaks in high Temora's grove, 
Brwih'd. by th' inconftant blaft, began tq 

move:. 
Widp, ill the weft, a gathering cloud ^xofe z 
A fiery ftar through its dark margin glows. 
While, gazing at th' unufual fight, I ftood. 
Alone, and thoughtful, in the dreary wood j^ 
Huge, on the darkened air, a fpirit glides. 
And ftalks, from hill to hill, with dreadful 

ftrides : 
His fliield hung, dim, upon his airy fide : ; . _ 
'Twas Semo's fon, the chief of Erin's pride : 
I kn^w the warrior's f^ce — but on he paft. 
With dreadful filence, on his groaning blaft. 
Thick dgrknefs, thro' the fkies, began to roll. 
And a fad horror crept on Altl^an's fouj. 
Thus, thoughtful, to the hall of fhellsj came^ 
A tljoufand lights difplay'd their mingled 

flame: 
With feftive gladnefs all the palace rung : 
A hundred bards, a hundred harps, had ftrung. 

There 
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There Cormac flood, the ruler of the car. 
In youth, as comely as the morning ftar. 
When, o'er the Eaftern hills, it fprings to view, 
An4 bathes its youthful beams in fliow'ry dew; 
SUmt aad bright it-mounts the liquid fky • 
But the dark cloud, to blot its flame, is nigh. 
On royal Artho's fword his-hand he laid. 
And yiew'd, with joy, the ftuds that deckVi 

the blade : ' 

Thrice he effay'd to draw it from the flieath, 
Thriee fjdrd his arm to Uft the brand of death. 
His lovely pheefcs are ting'd withWoomftig red, 
Ajid his fair locks wide o'er his flioulders 

fpread: 
The yoijthful begHU, with forrow, I fufvey'dy 
For foon— alas { too foon his light mufl fade. 

Althan (he faid, and fmil'd with royal grace) 
Didft thou behold the fire of Cormac's race ? 
T^he fword is \veighty which in war he fwuhg : 
3old mufl he be, and fure his arm was flrong. 

O that 
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tilsat UkeArthO'I c©uy..itlee<:Tnyft)es1ri'i 
Like Aitho, when his dreadfidnFags aail^Y "-^ 
Then, xipt ^ne, fhould boliil:Cudlutiiii,^ii ' 
The car-borne. fiMtf of fiei!dB:(2anti9a'#i«ie«*" -" 
The time may cbrae, . OrAlthaa; : yeai* iSXa^. 

._ .• brii^ ;-•;:..■■ ".'■ '.••.■■* 

An anaotof fflight.fcnr Etiix'syouthfial king; 
Bbtihaft tltDoi beard where brave Cit^uiliR ' 

flays, 
HCf that, the .bands of loyal Tuira/l?»^y^ ? ' = 
Thcconq'ifiag jdndE fronL Eriia's:bk)€»dy fi^^ * 

1 wait i he- prbnolBa'd id mtara;*b>Migh9? * ' J • 
My hu©dredtl biurds ; prepart ihfeiir ftfnefiil^' 

firings : 
My. fisaft awaits him in the -haili M fcingS.- ■'. 

■■■"■'[■ l',\ . ' t: •- . '•'■ 

Silent, I heard his words : a gloomy cloud 
RofeSjQn my fouly.andi tdats uiiwillihg floWd, 
Thefe, with my* .aged. Ibcfcsi t'ftfbvetid hide* 
But Erie's youthfuVkirtgrmy gftltf'defbry'di' 
He 
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He Ippk'd— ^^Ah wfcy that biuarfling gtk£;f 

hefawJ, 
** Son of Gonaichar r is Cathidlin^dead ! 
Why thus, in fecret, heave thy. ftifled fighs? 
And why, thofc cc^ious tears, tfnomAlthan'i 

eyes ? -» ! 

Comes the dark Torlath, ruler of the car ; 
pr Fed-haif d Cairbar, bright in arms of war? 
'J'hey come :' for ftilJ I fee thy filent grief, 
Apd death h»l:clQs'd the eyes of Tura's chief* 
Shall not young <3ormac rufli into the field ? 
But ah j the dreadful fpear I cana>t wield I • 
O h?4 this arm the fon of Semofs might ! 
Soon wQHld the haughty Cairbar leave the 

fight : 
The fame pf Erin's kings would be renewed. 

And other fields, w:ith purple war, embru'd. 

Thus fpoke the king, and bent his found- 
ing bpw, 
While from his eyes the tears of anguifli flow. 

'": . . ; The 
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The hundred bafds5 aimidft'the doleful thrahgi 
Bent, filent, o'er their hundred hat^S 6f fongw 
(8) Doleful and low^ they heaf d the found of 

death j 
While, from the hollow gak, a fighing breath 
Mov'd o'er the trembling firings. Far on the 

plain, 
A doleful voice, as one that groan'd with jJairi/ 
They hear : 'twas aged Carril, bard of Woe,' 
Return'd from dark Slimora's Ihaggy broW^ 
He told of bold CuthuUin's deeds of mighty ' 
And how the prince was flain in Erin's fight; 
How^his fad chiefs the heroes tomb furround. 
While their bright arms lie fcattelr*d on thtf 

ground : 
The brave forget the plain, embru'd With goli1e> 
For he, the fire of battle is no more,* 

Then 

(8) That prophetic found, mentioned irt omer poems, which 
the Mtps. of the bards emitted!! before^the death of a peirfoh •wor* 
thy to be noted, is here an omen of the death of Cormac, wKic]|^ 
fobn after followed, . Hacphcrfon. 
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Then adds the tuneful bard^biit^who affi 

■ 'thofe? ' "■ ■' ' '"' ■•' '■ 

Dauntlefs they rufti along, like bounding roes t 

Their comely Ibture, like yoling trees that 

grew 
In a rich valley, fed vfith. fliOw*ry deW : 
Their downy cheeki, a blooming crimfoh 

dyes J ' 

And their braVe fouls, look feailefs in their 

eyes.. ■ ■ ' '"" '' 

Who inay they be, if not the youthful beams 
Of mighty UfnOth, dhief of Ethk's ftreams ? 
On every flde, the rifing people thrcnig 
As a wide flame, that i^'d with fury, long, 
Amidfl: the hoary grove, and curl'd oh high; 
Now,' half extinft, its 'dreadful ^bries lie: - 
If chance, with rulUing wing, the wand'ring 

blaft "-r ■■ 

Fly o'er the foreft, from the diftant Waftc; ' 

Siididen, the 'dark-brow'd hill burfts'fbrtfi' 

with light; • — ' • ' ' 

While (fihit' with wonder at tlie aWfitil lij^t) - 

D d On 



On the wide main the mariner delays t 
The fair gale, ufelefs, in his canvas J|laysi 



.;. f 



./yhe^isfarr.iqrs, heard, thefbui^d qF Caithba^'it 

fhield. 
And Nj^^^^f^^'d Cuthullin, in the field 
Sprr^dhjifyljj^j-^li^g eyes, thp flames ofdeath: 
Such were his Heps, high-bounding on the 



The fight by Lego's waves, was now renew'd, 

-^Nart^;f^pr4.th?,h^Pjg^b|t)^,%^^ 

A«^X9Qn/l|aj^;.tibQ^ belpld the y^^ 

O king^jC^jC^f o,\«^,^,in hij^ "jfemcwiaj's feaft* 



~/ lit' » » I 



:=*|ftKj(ePf/?i3!C/?>9? theivajiai^t.chief Jbjshold, 
Rejosfi*4;i^^ina(^^ M of Xweetne/'^^ roUU 
^k!h^m'^^^ e^fe) bi^t, fhUl— ah ftillJJeisl 
The lofs of Semo's fon, the prince rc^^eel : 
For pj6?j(arrt;^f[gift l#iV©i9P in,0>jini^'s ^i , . 
Tfejgqth^i.f^ft, lf,?icb?i^;44\iei4^ktl3fiov^p^j^r. 
On Dora's height : his fhaft y^;|;ie^j;^known 
TOi^M^^UJllilg^i^^ofhigi^^r^p^^ , 

>iK:> [, . ; Oft 



Oft would he tell n^ fatftfei?^ di^d^rbf fam^ 
Till, m my hrtih, I felt ^ rifeig flame* 
Btiltlibu, OCaml^in the f^rejske: 
. Oft have I heard the nttific «f 1% vdke : 
Take now the harp, Cuthullin's praife to fing» 
4iid l^l^thos* dee^, the £nn of £<^'ff kingL 

Now, on Temora, joyful moV^aisare, 
ymifi Hit widg'EaA #ith h&am bf^ i^Iadel 

Yot^i^Gftatliirt iU thfc'fefUWhaftalppwit^ 
Gellama'^ fon; (fSccIiief of cWitet jre^fS.':' ' - 

King of Erin, cries the youth, in hafte, 

1 SiasrM diHtid^.'mioivier d'tr^'dcptrt inrfiififfy r 
A wicfev iextended dibudit' £osvBL&]boittrSArfi . 
Bminbui^ at Hdft hi: g^iititieritig^ tkHns of i^ao^J > ' 
One ftvidei witb mig^t,- atidi kiaWi th« i!«C> 

His thido redUaiai Aiisiftreahibgiisii i^«» wiiidii^ 

And in his hand the fpear of terrbi»^teiriies. 

t)d2 Go 
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Go call: him to the feall (withbrightning eye^y 
The youthfid king of h%h Temora cries) . 
In CQnnac'9 hall, at home, the ftranger 4w^l]s: 
O Crathiiv caU him to th« ' fejE^ of ihells*' - 

,- ■■. :--- ■ •■ ;. :■■ .- . •: •.■.■.'<•. 
Hail; maghty ftranger,.welcome to thefeaft! 
Art thou of Cormac's friends, thou princely 

:guefti? . .: ' - .. 

But, Carril, fee: ! he grafps tihe deadly blade. 
And gloomy frowns, his eyes of fury fhadc. 
Is this^ the diief of nii^tyjUfnoth fprung ! •. 
O tell me, aged Garril,fon'pf fong! 

Starting vrith'dread, the hoary hard begun. 
Ah how unlike the'warlike Ufnoth's fon ! 
O lovely y&a^ h 'tis- thine and honour's ' fo^ : 
Cairbar, the tyrant of the gloomy brow. 
Why in Temora, chief of dreadful eyes, 
Art:t^ouin>ftnns! Let not thy fword ariC 
Againft thy king .'—-Let not young Q>rinac; 

bleed! 
Ah whither turns the tyrant in his fpeed I 

Dreadfr' 
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; Dreadful,, ill filence, through, the hallh? 
ftrodei . i _; , >• 

With rifing ra^e his deadly eye-balls glQw'dt 
Heieizi'd young Cormac's.hand^ as onhe,dre^ 
And now the youth his bloody purpof^ M?Wt 

. » . • -."-^ ' • '/'. / • 

" Go, Atha's lord 2 retire, unmanly chief! 
Vidprious Nathos comes to my relief: 
Bold, in my hall, is Cairbar's arm of war; 
For Cormac's mighty friends are diftant farJ'*. 

While thus he fpoke, the tyrant, ftem, 

applyU. • 
The. murd'rous weapon to his guiltlefs fide. 
And thruftwiithruthlefs fury— <lbwn befalls. 
And writhes in death, amidft his father's halls. 
His comely locks he mangled on the ground,: 
And pouring from his fide, his blood is 

fmoaking round. 

And has thy blood the halls of Erin dy'd, 
O fon of noble Artho ! Carril cry'd ; 

The 
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The SrieM of btttve' Cuthiiffia #a* not tfiere ! 
No hero nigh, to lift thy fatherVfpear ! 
Green Erin's htlbrftfound witbrftrains'orWtDfe, 
For Cormac, chief of all their ftreams is Icyvir, 
EtMigfinay thy. foul' enjoy the foaring hldn^ 
For foon the glory of thy youth i$ paft. 

Red Canrbar hear^' his voiee-j with rage he 

"' frown-'df'; ' 

The fongful bi4rds,'in durance dark, he bound? 

Though great his wrath, he fear'd to lift his 

l\v©idy •■' 
Yet reeking with the murder o| his loid. 
Long had we pin'd; in the cbrk cave, alOne, 
Till noble Cathmor came^ and hear^ our 

mosm: 
Qa gloomy Catrbat'^ ftem, 1^ turns- his eyes^ 
And thiAS, with frcrwining wrqth^ the hero ciies« 

Shame of thy race, and grief of Cathmor's 

• foul ! * 

Thy fecret thoughts in blood^andimarder roll! 

When 
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When will thy^brfaftj hard as the rocky ftonCji 
Some facred thing revere — fome pity own? 
With fhame, thy faithful brother itiountsf the 

car. 
Adopts thy caufe, and fhines in Erin's war i 
Sprung of one fire, our fouls ar'e not the fame. 
And thy dark deeds obfcure my growing fame^ 
Weak is thy arm to meet the hofts of might — 
But Cathmor muft a brother's battles fight. 
My fame in future times fliall nott be known. 
No voice will tell of Cathmor's high renown t 
The bard will pafs in filence o'er my grave ; 
Perhaps he'll fay^ with fighs — the chief was 

brave. 
Strong was his arffl, and dauntlefs in the field j 
But, in dark Cairbar's caufe^ he ftruck the 

ftiield 
Meanwhile^ iny brother, loofe the bards of 

fohgi. .' . 
Sacred to future tiine's the tuneful throng; 
Thrp' diftaht days th' eternal fong fhall found, 
Vyiicn high Temora's kings no more arefound. 

Soon 
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Soon as he fpoke, we faw the chearful light, 
And the bold hero,* dreadful in his might. 
Such as thy youth, O Fingal, did appear 
When thou, at firft, didfl: lift the warlike fpean 
No cloud of darkhefs gathered on his brows ; 
Bright, in tranfcendent majefly, he rofe : 
Bold, with" his thoufands, forth he ruftv'd to 

war, 
To'aid red Cairbar, ruler of the car : 
Such now he comes, t*aveftge his brother^s 

death, 
O king of Morven, on Moilena^s heath. 

Let Cathmpr come — fo great a foe I love^ 
Reply 'd the mighty King of Selma'a grove ; 
The foul of Cathmor is a living flame ^ 
Strong is his arm— his wars are full pf fame* 
The little foul is like a cloud that feeds 
From dufky vapours, on the lake pf reeds s 
To tlie greeii hilkit never dares to rife,. . 
lift thp rough blaift fliouid tear it as it ^ies : 

In 

"••"""* •Cathmor 
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In the dark cave it. dwells, a fuUea breath. 
And through the valley pours^ailood of death. 
Our rifmg heroes ftem— O chiefs qi might;, , 
Like Selma's ancient.kings, renowned in fight. 
In youth they lift the fpear,- they bravely die. 
And in the glorious fong afcend the fky : 
But Fingal, now, who broke a hundred fpeafs, 
Dark'ning, defcends, amidft his feeble years : 
Yet muft not Fingal drop without his fame. 
Like an old tree, acrofs a fecret ftream ; 
The hunter eyes it in the namelefs vale. 
As prone it lies, beneath the fcowHng gale : 
^' How fell that antient tree," he lightly cries. 
And, whiftling, o'er the craggy mountaia hies. 

Ye bards of Morven, raife the joyful ftrain. 
And let our fouls forget the purple plain : 
Heav'ns filent flames behold us from on high ; 
On their thin clouds, defcending thro' the fky. 
Soon will grey morning come, with orient / 

beam. 
And (hew us Cormac's foes, by Lubar's ftream, 

E e Thou, 



( 2.S ) 

Thou, dark-hair'd Fillan, fon oi'Fingal, heat* 
Gird on thy arms, and fake thy father's fpcar - 
Hafte to the dirk-brown Mora's chfiy fide. 
And Cathmor's courfe obferve^ green Erin's 

pride a 
Let thine eyes travail o'er the dreary heath, 
Obferve the foes of Fingal — arm of death ! 
A diftant found I hear upon the blaft. 
As huge rocks, tumbUng in the defart wafte ; 
But let thy clanging fhield, at times, refound, 
Left Cathraor's hoft, by night, the king 

furround. 
Why fhould my name be blotted from the 

fong ! 
Why fliould my beam be dark that bjaz'd fa 

long! 
My fon, I now begin to be alone ; 
I dread the fall of Morven's grey renown- 

The voice of bards arofe, o'er all the fields 
While mighty Fingal lean'd on Trenmor's 
Ihield : 

Soft 



( «i9 ) 

Soft fleep defceoided on his aged eyes. 
And in his dreams, his future batdes rife t 
Around; the hoft are la^ in foft itpofe^ 
The dirk*teiir'd Fillan eyes the diftant foes s 
Up the brown hill he botinds,on Fingal's fpear. 
From far, at times, his clanging ihield we hear. 



THE END 



